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Rectius, Iliacum carmen deducis in actus. 
uam fs proferres ignota indictaque primus. Hor. 


Printed in the Vear Mpccxxv. 


To the Right Ronson 
ROBERT, 


Earl of SUNDERLAND) 


hi 16 Secretary of State, One 


of His Majeſty's moſt Honourable 
Privy-Conncel, &c. | 


BS INGCE I cannot promiſe you much 
Poetry in my Play, *tis but reaſonable 
that I ſhow'd ſecure you from any 
LAS & Part of it in my Dedication. And 

{ indeed I cannot better diſtinguiſh the 
{FO Exactneſs of your Taſte from that of 
other Men, than by the Plainneſs and Sincerity of 
my Addreſs. I muſt keep my Hyberboles in Re- 
ſerve. for Men of other Underitandings ; An 


hungry Appetite after Praiſe, and a ſtrong Di- 


eſtion of it, will bear the Groſſneſs of that Diet: 
ut one of ſo critical a Judgment as your Lord- 


ſhip, who can ſet the Bounds of juſt and proper 
0 af in. 


* 


be Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


in every Subject, would give me ſmall Encourage- 
ment for ſo bold an Undertaking. I more than 
ſuſpect, my Lord, that you wou'd not do common 


Juſtice to your ſelf: And therefore, were I to 


give that Character of you, which I think you 
truly merit, I wou'd make my Appeal from your 
Lordſhip to the Reader, and wou'd juſtify my ſelf 
trom Flattery by the publick Voice, whatever Pro- 
teſtation you might enter to the contrary. But I 
find I am to take other Meaſures with your Lord- 
ſhip; I am to ſtand upon my Guard with you, and 
to approach you as warily as Horace did Auguſtus. 


Cui male ſi palpere, recalcitrat undique tutus. 


An ill-tim'd, or an extravagant Commendation, 
wou'd not paſs upon you : But you wou'd keep 
off ſuch a Dedicator at Arms-end; and ſend him 
back with his Eucomiums, to this Lord, or that 
Lady, who ſtood in Need of ſuch trifling Mer- 
chandiſe. You ſee, my Lord, what an Awe you 
have upon me, when I dare not offer you that 
Incenſe, which wou'd be acceptable to other Pa- 
trons: But am forc'd to curb my ſelf, from aſcri- 
bing to you thoſe Honours, which even an Enemy 
cou'd not deny you. Yet I muſt confeſs I never 
practis'd that Virtue of Moderation (which is pro- 


perly your Character) with ſo much Reluctancy 


as now. For it hinders me from being true to 

my own Knowledge, in not witneſſing your 
Worth; and deprives me of the only Means which 
I had left, to ſhew the World that true Honour and 


unintereſted Reſpect which I have always payed 


you. I would ſlay ſomewhat, if it were. poſſible, 


which might diſtinguiſh that Veneration I have for 


you, from the Flatteries of thoſe who adore your 
Fortune. But the Eminence of your Condition, 


feſſions of Service, Submiſſions, and Attn 2 
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in this Particular, is my Unhappineſs: For it 
renders whatever I would ſay ſuſpected. Pro- 
are the Practice of all Men to the Great: Ane 
commonly they who have the leaſt Sincerity, 
perform them beſt; as they who are leaſt ingag'd 
in Love, have their Tongues the freeſt to coun- 
terfeit a Paſſion. For my own Part, I never 
cou'd ſhake off the ruſtick Baſhfulneſs which 
hangs upon my Nature; but valuing my {elf 
at as little as I am worth, have been affraid to 
rendereven the common Duties of Reſpect to thoſe 
who are in Power. The Ceremonious Viſits 
which are 88 payed on ſuch Occaſions, 
are not my Talent. They may be real even in 
Courtiers, but they appear with ſuch a Face of 
Intereſt, that a modeſt Man wou'd think himſelf 
in Danger of having his Sincerity miſtaken for his 
Deſign. My Congratulations keep their Diſtance, 
and paſs no farther than my Heart. There it is 
that I have all the Joy imaginable, wherr I ſee true 
Worth rewarded; and Virtue uppermoſt in the 


World. | 


If therefore there were one to whom I had the 
Honour to be known; and to know him ſo per- 
fectly, that I could ſay without Flattery, he had 


all the Depth of Underſtanding that was requiſite 


in any able Stateſman, and all that Honeſty which 


commonly is wanting; that he was brave without 


Vanity, and knowing without Poſitiveneſs: That 


he was loyal to his Prince, and a Lover of his 


Country; that his Principles were full of Mode- 
ration, and all his Counſels ſuch as tended to 
heal, and not to widen the Breaches of the Na- 
tion: That in all his Converſation there appear'd 
a native Candour, and a Deſire of doing Good, 


in all his Actions; if ſuch an one whom I have 


K de- 
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deſcrib'd, were at the Helm, if he had riſen by his 
Merits, and were choſen out in the Neceſſity and 


Preſſure of Affairs, to remedy our Confuſions by 
the Seaſonableneſs of his Adyice, and to put a 


Stop to our Ruin, when we were juſt rowling 


downward to the Precipice; I ſhou'd then con- 
gratulate the Age in which I live, for the common 


Safety; I ſhould not deſpair of the Republick, 


though Hannibal were at the Gates; I ſhould ſend 
up my Vows for the Succeſs of ſuch an Action, 
as Virgil did on the like Occaſion for his Patron, 


when he was raiſing up his Country from the 


Deſolations of a Civil War. 


Hunc ſaltem everſo juvenem ſuccurrere ſeclo, 
Ne ſuperi prohibete. | | 


I know not whither I am running, in this 


Ecſtaſy which is now upon me: I am almoſt 


ready. to reaſſume the ancient Rights of Poetry; 
to point out, and Prophecy the Man, who was 
born for no leſs an Undertaking; and whom 
Poſterity ſhall bleſs for its Accompliſhment. Me- 


thinks I am already taking Fire from ſuch a 


Character, and making Room for him, under 
a borrow'd Name, amongſt the Heroes of an 


Epic Poem. Neither could mine, or ſome more 


happy Genius, want Encouragement under ſuch a 
Patron. | 


Polio amat noſtram, quamvis fit ruſtica, Muſam. 


But theſe are Conſiderations afar off, my Lord: 
the former part of the Prophecy muſt be firſt ac- 
compliſhed: the Quiet of the Nation muſt be ſe- 
eur'd: and a mutual Truſt, betwixt Prince and 
People, be renew'd : and then this great and ood 

| | an 
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Man will have leiſure for the Ornaments of Peace; 
and make our Language as much indebted to his 
Care, as the French is to the Memory of their fa- 
mous Richelieu. You know, My Lord, how low 
he lay'd the Foundations of ſo great a Work: 


That he began it with a Grammar and a Dictio- 


nary; without which all thoſe Remarks and Ob- 
ſervations, which have ſince been made, had 
been perform'd to as little Purpoſe, as it wou'd be 
to conſider the Furniture of the Rooms, before 


the Contrivance of the Houſe. Propriety muſt 


firſt be ſtated, ere any Meaſures of Elegance can 
be taken. Neither is one Vaugelas ſufficient for 
ſuch a Work. *Twas the Employment of the 
whole Academy for many Years; for the perfect 


Knowledge of a Tongue was never attain'd by 
any ſingle Perſon. The Court, the College, and 


the Town, muſt be join'd in it. And as our 
Exligſh is a Compoſition of the dead and living 
Tongues, there is requir'd a perfect Knowledge, 
not only of the Greek and Latin, but of the Old 


German, French, and the Italian: and to help all 
theſe, a Converſation with thoſe Authors of our 


own, who have written with the feweſt Faults in 
Proſe and Verſe. But how barbarouſly we yet 
write and ſpeak. your Lordſhip knows, and I am 
ſufficiently ſenſible in my own Eugliſ. For I 
am often put to a ſtand, in conſidering whether 
what I write be the Idiom of the Tongue, or 
falſe Grammar, and Nonſenſe couch'd beneath 
that ſpecious Name of Angliciſme. And have no 
other way to clear my Doubts, but by tranſlating 
my Engliſh into Latin, and thereby trying what 
Senſe the Words will bear in a more ſtable Lan- 
guage. I am deſirous, if it were poffible, that we 
might all write with the ſame certainty of Words 
— Purity of Phraſe, to which the Italian, of 

| ls arriy'd. 
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arriv'd, and after them the French: At leaſt that 
we might advance fo far, as our Tongue is capa- 
ble of ſuch a Standard. It wou'd mortify an 
Engliſþ Man to conſider, that from the time of 
Boccace and of Perrarche, the Italian has varied 
very little: And that the Engliſp of Chaucer their 
Contemporary, is'not to be underſtood without the 
help of an Old Dictionary. But their Goth and 
Vandal had the Fortune to be grafted on a Ko- 
man Stock: Ours has the Diſadvantage, to be 
founded on the Dutch. We are full of Mono- 
ſyllables, and thoſe clogg'd with Conſonants, and 
our Pronunciation is effeminate. All which are 
Enemies to a ſounding Language: Tis true that 
to ſupply our Poverty, we have traffick'd with our 
Neighbour Nations; by which means we abound 
as much in Words, as Amſterdam does in Reli- 
gions; but to order them, and make them uſeful 
after their Admiſſion, is the Difficulty. A greater 
Progreſs has been made in this, ſince his Maje- 
ſty's Return, than perhaps ſince the Conqueſt to 
his time. But the better part of the Work re- 
mains unfiniſh'd; And that which has been done 
already, ſince it has only been in the Practice of 
ſome few Writers, muſt be digeſted into Rules 
and-Method, before it can be profitable to the 
General. Will your Lordſhip gave me leave to 
ſpeak out at laſt? and to acquaint the World, that 
from your Encouragement and Patronage, we 
may one Day expect to ſpeak and write a Lan- 
guage, worthy of the Exgl; Wit, and which Fo- £4 
reigners may not diſdain to learn. Your Birth, 
your Education, your natural Endowments, the | 
former Employments which you have bad abroad, q 
and that which to the Joy of good Men you now 
exerciſe at Home, ſeem all to conſpire to this De- 
fign: the Genius of the Nation ſeems to call you 

#23 | | * | x Out 
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out as it were by Name, to poliſh and adorn your 


— 


Native Language, and to take from it the Re- 
proach of its Barbarity. Tis upon this Encou- 


ragement that I have adve:.ar'd on the following 


Critique, which I humbly preſent you together 


with the Play: In which, though E have not had 


the Leiſure, nor indeed the Encouragement to pro- 
ceed to the principal Subje& of it, which is the 
Words and Thoughts that are ſuitable to Tra- 
gedy; yet the whole Diſcourſe has a tendency 
that way, and is preliminary to it. .In what I have 
already done I doubt not but I have contradicted 
ſome of my former Opinions, in my looſe Eſſays 
of the like Nature : but of this, I dare affirm, that 
it is the Fault of my riper Age and Experience, 
and that Self-love, or Envy have no part in it. 
The Application to Eugliſa Authors is my own, 
and therein perhaps I may have err'd unknowing- 


_ Ty: But the Foundation of the Rules is Reaſon, 


and the: Authority of thoſe living Criticks who 
have had the Honour to be known to you Abroad, 


as well as of the Ancients, who are not leſs of your 


Acquaintance. Whatſoever it be, I ſubmit it to 
your Lordſhip's Judgment, from which I never 
will appeal, unleſs it be to your good Nature, and 


your Candour. If you can allow an Hour of 
| Leiſure to the Peruſal of it, I ſhall be fortunate 


that I could ſo long Entertain you; if not, I ſhall 
at leaſt have the Satisfaction to know, that your 
T ime was more uſefully employ'd upon the Pub- 
lick. I am, | 
CT My LORD, he. pet 
Your Lordſbip's moſt Obedient 
2: Fe Humble Servant, 


JoHN DRY DEN 


THE 


PREFACE 


uk Poct X/chylns was held in the fame Ve- 
FS = neration by the Athenians of After- Ages, as 
fx} Shakeſpear is by us; and Longinus has judg'd, 
V in favour of him, that he had a noble Bold. 
Te neſs of Expreſſion, and that his Imaginati- 
bons were lofty and Heroick ; but on the 
other fide Duintilian affirms, that he was daring to Ex- 
travagance. |, *Tis certain, that he affected pompous 
Words, and that his Senſe was obſcur'd by Figures: 
eg theſe Imperfections, the Value of bis 
Writings after his Deceaſe was ſuch, that his Country- 
men ordain'd an equal Reward to thoſe Poets, who could 
alter his Plays to be Acted on the Theatre, with thoſe 
whoſe Productions were wholly New, and of their own; 
The Cafe is not the ſame in England; though the Diffi- 
VB culties of altering are greater, and our Reverence for 
3  Shakeſpear much more juſt, than that of the Grerians for 
Z£ſchylus. In the Age of that Poet, the Greek Tongue 
was arriv'd to its full Perfection; they had then amongſt 
them an exact Standard of Writing, and of Speaking: 
The Ergliſh Language is not capable of ſuch a Certain- 
ty; and we are at preſent ſo far ſrom it, that we are 
wanting in the very Foundation of it, a perfect Gram- 
mar. Vet it mult be allowed to the preſent Age, that 
the Tongue in general is ſo much refin'd fince Shake- 
ſpear's time, that many of bis Words, and more of his 
Phraſes, are ſcarce intelligible, And of thoſe . 
. 5 under- 
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underſtand, ſome are ungrammatical, others coarſe; and 


his whole Style is ſo peſter d with Figurative Expreſſions, 


that it is as affected as it is obſcure; -* Tis true, that in 


his latter Plays, he had worn off ſomewhat of the Ruſt; 
but the Tragedy which I have undertaken to correct, 


was, in all probability, one of his firſt Endeavours on the 
Stage. 


The Original Story was written by one Lollius a Lom- 


ard, in Latin Verſe, and Tranſlated by Chaucer into Eng- 


liſh; intended I ſuppoſe a Satyr on the Inconftancy of 
Women: I find nothing of it among the Ancients; not 
ſo much as the Name Cyefjda once mentioned. Shake- 


| ſpear (as I hinted) in the Apprenticeſhip of his Writing, 


modellV'd it into that Play, which is now call'd by the 
Name of Troilus and Creſſida, but ſo lamely is it left to 
us, that it is not divided into Acts: which Fault J aſcribe 


to the Actors, who Printed it after Shakeſpear's Death; 


and that too, ſo careleſly, that a more uncorrected Copy 
I never ſaw. For the Play it ſelf, the Author ſeems to 
have begun it with ſome Fire; the Characters of Pan- 
darus and Therſites, are promiſing enough; but as if he 
rew. weary of his Task, after an Entrance or two, he 
ets them fall: and the latter part of the Tragedy is 


nothing but a Confuſion of Drums and Trumpets, Ex- 


curſions and Alarms, The chief Perſons, who give Name 
to the Tragedy, are left alive: Crefida is falſe, and is not 
puniſh'd. Yet after all, becauſe the Play was Shakeſpear's 


and that there appear'd in ſome Places of it, the admira- 
ble Genius of the Author; I undertook to remove that 
heap of Rubbiſh, under which many excellent Thoughts 


lay wholly bury'd. Accordingly, I new mogell'd the 
Plot; threw out many unneceſſary Perſons; improv'd 
thoſe Characters which were begun, and left unfiniſh'd:: 
as Hector, Troilus, Pandarus and Therſues: and added that 


of Andromache, After this, I made with no ſmall trou- 


ble, an Order and Connexion of-all the Scenes; removing 
them from the Places where they: were inartificially ſet: 
and though it was impoſſible to keep them all unbroken, 
becauſe the Scene muſt be fometimes in the City, and 
ſometimes in the Camp, yet I have ſo order'd them, that 


there is a Coherence of them with one another, and a 


——— — 


dependence 
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dependance on the main Defign: no leaping from Troy 
to the Grecian Tents, and thence back again, in the ſame 
Act; but a due proportion of Time allow'd for every 
Motion. I need not ſay that I have refin'd his Language, 
which before was obſolete; but I am willing to acknow- 
ledge, that as I have often drawn his Engliſh nearer to our 
Times, ſo I have ſometimes conform'd my own to his: 
and conſequently, the Language is not altogether ſo pure, 
as It is ſignificant. The Scenes of Pandarus and Creſſida, 
of Troilus and Pandarus, of Andromache with Hector «nd 
the Trojans, in the ſecond Act, are wholly New: together 


with that of Neſtor and Ulyſſes with Therſites; and that 


of Theſites with Ajax and Achilles. I will not weary my 
Reader with the Scenes which are added of Pandarus and 
the Lovers, in the Third; and thoſe of Therſites; which 

are wholly alter'd: but I cannot omit the laſt Scene init, 
which is almoſt half the Act, betwixt Troilus and Hector. 


The occaſion of raiſing it was hinted to me by Mr. 


Betterton: the Contrivance and working of it was my 
own. They who think to do me an Injury, by ſay ing 
that it is an Imitation of the Scene betwixt Brutus and 
Caſſius, do me an Honour, by ſuppoſing 1 could imitate 
the incomparable Shakeſpear: but let me add, that if Shałe- 
ſpear's Scene, or that faulty Copy of it in Amintor and 
Melentius had never been, yet Euripides had furniſh'd me 
with an excellent Example in his Iphigenia, between A. 
gamemnon and Menelaus: and from thence indeed, the laſt 


turn of it is borrowd. The Occaſion which SHhakeſpear, 


Euripides, and Fletcher, have all taken, is the ſame; groun- 
ded upon; Friendſhip; and the Quarrel of two virtuous 
Men, rais'd by natural Degrees, to the exttemity of Paſ- 
ſion, is conducted in all three, to the Declination of the 


ſame Paſſion; and concludes with a warm renewing of 


their Friendſhip; But the particular Ground-work which 
Shakeſpear has taken, is incomparably the beſt: Becauſe 
he has not only choſen two the greateſt Heroes of their 
Age; but has likewiſe intereſted the Liberty of Rome, 
and their own Honours, who were the Redeemers ot it, 
in this Debate, And if he has made Brutus, who was 
naturally a patient Men, to fly into Exceſs at firſt, let 
= 
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be remembred in his Defence, that juſt before, he has 
receiv'd the News of Portia's Death : whom the Poet, on 
purpoſe neglecting a little Chronology, ſuppoſes to have 
dy'd before Brutus, only to give him an Occaſion of be- 
ing more eaſily exaſperated. Add to this, that the In- 
jury he had receiv'd from Caſſius, had long been brooding 
in his Mind; and that a Melancholy Man, upon Conſide- 
ration of an Affront, eſpecially from a Friend, would be 
more eaper in his Paſſion, than he who had given it, 
though naturally more Cholerick. Euripides, whom I have 
follow'd, has rais'd the Quarrel betwixt two Brothers 
who were Friends, The Foundation of the Scene was 
this: The Grecians were wind- bound at the Port of Au- 
lis, and the Oracle had ſaid, that they could not Sail, un- 
lels Agamemnon deliver'd up his Daughter to be Sacrific d: 
he refuſes; his Brother Menelaus urges the publick Safety, 
the Father defends himſelf, by Arguments of natural Af- 
fection, and hereupon they quarrel, Agamemnon tis at laſt 
convinc'd, and promiſes to deliver up Iphigenia, but ſo 


paſſionately laments bis Loſs, that Menelaus is griev'd to 


have been the Occaſion of it, and by a return of Kind- 
neſs, offers to intercede for him with the Grecians, that his 
Daughter might not be facrific d. But my Friend Mr. 
Rymer has ſo largely, and with ſo much Judgment de- 
{crib'd this Scene, in comparing it with that of Melan- 


ius and Amintor, that it is ſuperfluous to ſay more of it: 
1 only nam'd the Heads of it, that any reaſonable Man 


might judge it was from thence I modell'd my Scene 
betwixt Troilus and Hector. I will conclude my Reflecti- 
ons on it, with a Paſſage of Longinus, e. Plato's 
a good 
Imitation as a Theſt; but as a Beautiful Idea of him 
* who undertakes. to imitate, by forming himſelf on the 
laven tion and the Work of another Man; for he en- 
* ters into the Liſts like a new Wreſtler, to diſpute the 
Prize with the former Champion, This ſort of Emu- 
lation, ſays Heſiod, is honourable, *AyadSn d Epis 353 
Bp6704010 - when we combat for Victory with a He- 
roe, and are not without Glory even in our Overthrow. 
Thoſe grat Men whom we propoſe to our ſelves as 
e 2 | Patterns 
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= Patterns of our Imitation, ſerve us as a Torch, which 
5 © 1s lifred up before us, to enlighten our Paſſage; and 
N often eleyate our Thoughts as high, as the Conception 
we have of our Author's Genius. | 


; I have been fo tedious in three Acts, that I ſhall con- 
þ tract my ſelf in the two laſt, The beginning Scenes of 
| the Fourth Act are either added, or chang'd wholly by 
me; the middle of it is Shakeſpear alter'd, and mingled 
| with my own, three or four of the laſt Scenes are alto- 
| gether new. And the whole Fifth Act, both the Plot 
and the Writing, are my own Additions, | 
But baving written ſo much for Imitation of what is 
| excelent, in that Part of the Preface which related only 
| to my ſelf; methinks it would neither be unprofitable 
| nor unpleaſant to enquire how far we ought to imitate 
| our own Poets, Shakeſpear and Fletcher, in their Tragedies: 
And this will occaſion another Enquiry, how thoſe two 
Writers differ between themſelves: But fince neither of 
theſe Queſtions can be ſolv'd: unleſs ſome Meaſures be 
| firſt taken, by which we may be enabled to judpe truly 
of their Wricings: I ſhall endeayolir, as briefly as I can, 
| to diſcover the Grounds and Reaſon of all Criticiſm, an- 
plying them in this Place only to Tragedy, Ariſtotle 
| with his Interprecers, and Horace, and Longinus, are the 
t Authors to whom I owe my Lights; and what Part ſo- 
| ever of my own Plays, or of this, which no Mending 
| could make regular, ſhall fall under the Condemnation of 
q ſuch Judges, it would be Impudence in me to defend. I 
'\- . think it no Shame to retract my Errors, and am well 
plezs'd to ſuffer in the Cauſe, if the Art may be improvd 
at my Expence: I therefore proceed to WOT: 


be Grounds of Criticiſm in Tragedy. 


T Ragedy is thus defin'd by Ariftorle, (omitting what I 
: thought unneceſſary in his Definition) 'Tis an Imi- 
| tation of one intire, great, and probable Action; not told 
but repreſented, which by moving in us Fear and Pity, is 
; conducive to the purging of thoſe two Paſſions 4 «5 
| e inds. 
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Minds. More largely thus, Tragedy deſcribes or paints 
an Action, which Action muſt have all the Proprieties 


above-nam'd, Firſt, it muſt be one or ſingle, that is, it 
muſt not be a Hiſtory of one Man's Life: Suppoſe of 


Alexander the Great, or Julius Ceſar, but one fingle Action 


of theirs, This conde mus all Shakeſpear's Hiſtorical Plays, 
which are rather Chronicles repreſented, than Tragedies;and 
all double Action of Plays. As to avoid a Satyr upon others, 
I will make bold with my own Marriage A. la-mode, 
where there are manifeſtly two Actions, not depending 
on one another: But in Oegipus there cannot properly be 
{aid to be two Actions, becauſe the Love of Adraſtus and 
Eurydice has a neceſſary Dependance on the principal De- 
ſign, into which it is woven, The natural Reaſon of this 
Rule is plain; for two different independant Actions, di- 
ſtract the Attention and Concernment of the Audience, 
and conſequently deſtroy the Intention of the Poet: If 
his Buſineſs be to move Terror and Pity, and one of his 
Actions be. Comical, the other Tragical, the former will 


divert the People, and utterly make void his greater Pur- 


poſe. - Therefore as in Perſpective, ſo in Tragedy, there 
muſt be a Point of Sight in which all the Lines.termi- 
nate: Otherwiſe, the Eye wanders, and the Work is 
falſe. This was the Practice of the Grecian Stage. But 


Terence made an Innovation in the Roman: All his Plays 


have double Actions; for it was his Cuſtom to Tranſlate 
two Greek Comedies, and to weave them into one of his, 
yet ſo, that both the Actions were Comical; and one was 


principal, the other but ſecondary or ſubſervient. And 


this has obtain d on the Engliſh Stage, to give us the Plea- 
ſure of Variety. 1 A 
As the Action ought to be one, it ought, as ſuch, to 
have Order in it, that is, to have a natural Beginning, a 
Middle, and an End: A natural Beginning, ſays A iſtocle, 
is that which could not neceſſarily have been plac'd after 
another ray. and ſo of the reſt. This Conſideration 
all Plays after the new Model of Spaniſh Plots, 

where Accident is heap'd upon Accident, and that which 
is firſt might as reaſonably be laſt: An Inconvenience 
not to be remedied, but by making one Accident 155 
F | ray 
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| rally produce another, otherwiſe tis a Farce, and not a 


Play. Of this Nature is the Slighted Maid; where there 
is no Scene in the firſt Act, which might not by as good 


| Reaſon be in the fifth. And if the Action ought to be 


one, the Tragedy ought likewiſe to conclude with the 
Action of it. Thus in Muſtapha, the Play ſhould natu- 
rally have ended with the Death of Zanger, and not have 
given us the Grace · Cup after Dinner, of Solyman's Divorce 
from Roxolana. 85 . 
The following Properties of the Action are ſo eaſy, 
that they need not my explaining. It ought to be great, 
and to conſiſt of great Perſons, to diſtinguiſh it from 
Comedy; where the Action is trivial, and the Perſons of 
inferior Rank. The laſt Quality of the Action is, that 
it ought to be probable, as well as admirable and great. 
Tis not neceſſary that there ſhould be Hiſtorical Truth in 


it; but 8 neceſſary that there ſhould be a Likeneſs 
omething that is more than barely poſſible, 


of Truth, 
Probable being that which ſucceeds or happens oftner than 
it miſſes, To invent therefore a Probability, and to make 
it wonderful, is the moſt difficult Undertaking in the Art 
of Poetry: For that which is not wonderful, is not 


great, and that which is not probable, will not delight a 


reaſonable Audience, This Action thus deſcrib'd, muſt 
be repreſented and not told, to diſtinguiſh Dramatick 
Poetry from Epick: But I haſten to the End, or Scope 
of Tragedy; which is to rectify or purge our Paſſions, 
Fcar and Pity. | CT 


To inſtru delightfully is the general End of all Poetry: 


Philoſophy inſtructs, but it performs its Work by Precept; 
which is not delightful, or not ſo delightful as Example, 
To purge the Paſſions by Example, is therefore the par- 
ticular Inſtruction which belongs to Tragedy. Rapin, a 
judicious Critick, has obſerv'd from Ariftotle, that Pride 


and want of Commiſeration are the moſt predominant 


Vices in Mankind: Therefore to cure us of theſe two, 
the Inventors of Tragedy have choſen to work upon 
two other Paſſions, which are Fear and Pity. We are 
wrought to fear, by their ſetting before our Eyes ſome 
terrible Example of Misfortune, which happened to Ave 
9 | | | 105 
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ſons of the higheſt Quality; for ſuch an Action demon- 
ſtrates to us, that no Condition is privileged from the 
Turns of Fortune: This muſt of Neceſſity cauſe Terror 


ſee that the moſt virtuous, as well as the greateſt, are not 
exempt from ſuch Misfortunes, that Conſideration moves 
Pity in us: And inſenſibly works us to be helpful to, 


and tender over the diſtreſs d, which is the nobleſt and 


moſt God -like of moral Virtues, Here *tis obſervable, 
that it is abſolutely neceſſary to make a Man virtuous, if 
we deſire he ſhould be pity d: We lament not, but de- 
teſt a wicked Man, we are glad when we behold his 
Crimes are puniſh'd, and that Poetical Juſtice is done up- 
on him. Euripides was cenſur'd by the Criticks of his 
Time, for making his chief Chara&ers too wicked: 
for Example, Phedra though ſhe lov'd her Son-in-Law 
with Reluctancy, and that it was a Curſe upon her Fa- 


mily for offending Venus; yet was thought too ill a Pat- 


tern for the Stage. Shall we therefore baniſh all Charac- 
ters of Villany ? I confeſs I am not of that Opinion; but 
it is neceſſary that the Hero of the Play be not a Villain: 
that is, the Characters which ſhould move our Pity ought 


to have virtuous Inclinations, and Degrees of moral Good- 
neſs in them, As for a perfect Character of Virtue, it 


never was in Nature; and therefore there can be no Imi- 


tation of it: But there are Allays of Frailty to be allow'd 


for the chief Perſons, yet ſo that the Good which is in 
them, . ſhall outweigh the Bad; and conſequently leave 


Room for Puniſhment on the one Side and Pity on the 
other. | 


Alfter all, if any one will azk me, whether a Tragedy 


caanot be made upon any other Grounds, than thoſe of 
exciting Pity and Terror in us? Beſſu, the beſt of modern 


Criticks, anſwers thus in general; That all excellent Arts, 


and particularly that of Poetry, have been invented and 
brought to Perfection by Men of a tranſcendent Genius; 


and that therefore they who practiſe afterwards the ſame 
Arts, are oblig d to tread in their Footſteps, and to ſearch 


in their Writings the Foundation of them: For it is not 


juſt that new Rules ſhould deſtroy the Authority of the 


in us, and conſequently abate our Pride, But when we - 
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old. But Rabin writes more particularly thus: That no 
Poſſions in a Story are ſo proper to move our Concern- 
ment, as Fear and Pity; and that it is from our Concern- 
ment we receive our Pleaſure, is undoubted; when the 
Soul becomes agitated with Fear for one Character, or 
Hope for another; then it is that we are pleas d in Tra- 
gedy, by the Intereſt which we take in their Adven- 
rures, gh © | 
Here therefore the general Anſwer may be given to 
the firſt Queſtion, how far wye ought to imitate Shake- 
ſpear and Fletcher in their Plots; namely that we ought 
to follow them fo far only, as they have Copy'd the Ex- 
cellencies of thoſe who invented and brought to Perfe- 
&ion Dramatick Poetry: Thoſe Things only excepted 
which Religion, Cuſtoms of Countries, Idioms of Lan- 
guages, Orc. have alter'd in the Superſtructures, but not 
in the Foundation of the Deſign. | 5 
How defective Shakefprar and Flevcher have been in all 
their Plots, Mr. Rymer has diſcover d in his Cyttiri ine: 
Neither ean we, who follow them, be excus'd from the 
ſame or greater Errors; which are the more unpardon- 
able in us, becauſe we want their Beauties to counter. 
vail our Faults. The beſt of their Deſigns, the moſt ap- 
proaching to Antiquity, and the moſt conducing to move 
Pity, is the King and no King; which, if the Farce of Beſ- 


ſus were thrown away, is of that inferior Sort of Tra- 


gedies, which end with a proſperous Event. Tis pro- 
bably deriv'd from the Story of OEdipus, with the Cha- 

racter of Alexander the Great, in his Extravagancies, given 
to Arbaces, The taking of this Play, amongſt many o- 
thers, 1 cannot wholly aſcribe to the Excellency of the 
Action; tor I find it moving when it is read; *Tis true, 
the Faults of the Plot are ſo evidently prov'd, that they 
can no longer be deny d. The Beauties of it muſt there» 


fore lie either in the lively Touches of the Paſſion; or 


we muſt conclude, as I think we may, that even in im- 
per fect Plots, there are leſs Degrees of Nature, by which 
ſome faint Emotions of Pity and Terror are rais d in us. 
As a leſs Engine will raiſe a leſs Proportion of Weight, 
though not ſo much as one of Archimedes making; for 

_ nothing 


only: For amongft all che 'Tragedies of 
is but one, OBdip#s,' which is wholly built after that Mo- 
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nothing ein move our Nature, but by ſome natural Rea- 
fon, which works upon Paffions. And ſince we acknow:, 
ledge the Eflect, there mult be ſomething in the Cauſe. 

The Difference between Shakeſpear and Fletcher in their 
Plotting ſeems te be this; that SHakeſpear generally moves 
more Terror, and Fletcher more Compaſſion: For the 
firſt had a more Mafculine, a bolder and more fiery Ge- 
nius; the ſecond a more ſoft and Womaniſh. In the me- 
chanick Beauties of the Plot, which are the Obſervation. 
of the three Unities, Time, Place, and Ackion, they are 
both deficient; but Shakeſpear moſt. Ben. Fohnſon reform's 
thoſe'Errors in his Comedies, yet one of Shakeſpear's was 
Regular before him: which is, The Merry Wrues of Wind- 


for, For what remains concerning the Deſign, you are 


to be refer'd to our Eng Critick. That Method which 
he has preſctib'd to raife it from Miſtake, or Ignorance 
of the Crime, is certainly the beſt, though tis not the 

5 bocles, there 


del. 8 
After the Plot, which is the Foundation of the Play, 


the next thing to which we ought to apply our Judg- 


ment, is the Manners; for now the Poet comes to wor 


above Ground: The Ground-work indeed is that which 


is moſt neceſſary, as that upon which depends the Firm- 
neſs of the whole Fabrick; yet it ſtrikes not the Eye ſo 


much as the Beauties or Imperfections of the Manners, 


, the Thoughts and the Expreffions. 


The firſt Rule which Boſſu preſcribes to the Writer of 
an Heroick Poem, and which holds too by the ſame 
Reaſon in all Dramatick Poetry, is to make the Moral 
of the Work; that ts, to lay down to your ſelf what that 

Precept of Morality ſhall be, which you would inſinuate 
into the People: As namely Homer's ( which I, have 
Cepy'd in my Conqueſt of Granada) was, that Union pre- 
ſerves a Common-wealth, and Diſcord deſtroys it. So- 


| phoeles, in his OEdiprs, that no Man is to be accounted 


happy before his Death. *Tis the Moral that directs the 
whole Action of the Play to one Center; and that Action 
or Fable, is the Example built upon the Moral, which 
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confirms the Truth. of it to our Experience: When the 
Fable is deſign'd, then, and not before, the Perſons are to 
= introduc'd with their Manners, Characters and Paſ- 
ONE, - . | | Kt 

The Manners in a Poem, are underſtood to be thoſe 
Inclinations, whether natural or acquir'd, which move 
and carry us to Actions, good, bad, or indifferent in a 
Play ; or which incline the Perſons to. ſuch, or ſuch A- 
ctions. I have anticipated Part of this Diſcourſe already, 
in declaring. that a Poet ought not to make the Manners 
perfectly good in his beft Perſons; but neither are they 
to be more wicked in any of his Characters, than Ne- 
ceſſity requires, To produce a Villain, without other 
Reaſon than a natural Inclination to Villany, is in Poetry 
to produce an Effe& without a Cauſe: And to make 
him more a Villain than he has juſt Reaſon to be, is to 
make an Effect which is ſtronger than the Cauſe. 

The Manners ariſe from many Cauſes: And are ei- 
ther diſtinguiſh'd by Complexion, as cholerick and phleg- 
matick, or by the Differences of Age or Sex, of Climates, 
or Quality of the Perſons, or their preſent Condition: 
They are likewiſe to be gather'd from the ſeveral Vir- 
tues, Vices, or Paſſions, and many other common- 
places which a Poet muſt be ſupposd to have learn'd 


_ from natural Philoſophy, Ethicks, and Hiſtory ; of all 


which whoſoever is ignorant, does not deſerve the Name 
of Poet. TRE | 
But as the Manners are uſeful in this Art, they may be 
all comprisd under theſe general Heads: Firſt, they muſt 
be apparent, that is, in every Character of the Play, ſome 
nclinations of the Perſon muſt appear: And theſe are 
ſhown in the Actions and Diſcourſe, Secondly, the Man- 
ners muſt be ſuitable or agreeing to the Perſons; that is, 
to the Ape, Sex, Dignity, and the other general Heads of 
Manners: Thus when a Poet has given the. Dignity of 
a King to one of his Perſons, in all his Actions and 
Speeches that Perſon mult diſcover Majeſty, Magnani- 
mity, and Jealouſy of Power; becauſe theſe are ſuitable 
to the general Manners of a King. The third Property 


of Manners is Reſemblance — | this is founded upon 
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the particular Characters of Men, as we have them de- 
liver'd to us by Relation or Hiſtory: That is, when a 
Poet has the known Character of this or that Man be- 
fore him, he is bound to repreſent him ſuch, at leaſt not 
contrary to that 'which Fame has reported him to have 
been: Thus it is not a Poet's Choice to make Ulyſſes 
cholerick, or Achilles patient, becauſe Homer has deſcrib'd 
*em quite otherwiſe, Yet this is a Rock, on which ig- 
norant Writers daily ſplit: And the Abſurdity is as mon- 
ſtrous, as if a Painter ſhould draw a Coward runnin 
from a Battel, and tell us it was the Picture of Alexander 
the Great. 

The laſt Property of Manners is, that they be conſtant, 
and equal, that is, maintain'd the fame through the whole 
Deſign: Thus when Virgil had once given the Name of 
Pious to Æneas, he was bound to ſhow him ſuch, in all 
his Words and Actions through the whole Poem, All 
theſe Properties Horace has hinted to a judicious Obſer- 
1. Notandi ſunt tibi mores, 2. Aut famam ſequere, 
3. Aut ſibi convenientia finge. 4. Servetur ad imum, qualis 
ab incepto proceſſerat, & ſibi conſtet. 

From the Manners, the Characters of Perſons are de- 
Tiv'd, for indeed the Characters are no other than the In- 
clinations, as they appear in the ſeveral Perſons of the 
Poem. A Character being thus defin'd, That which di- 
ſtinguiſnes one Man from another. Not to repeat the 
ſame things over again which have been ſaid of the Man- 


ners, I will only add what is neceſſary here. A Cha- 


ract er, or that which diſtinguiſhes one Man from all o- 
thers, cannot be ſuppos d to conſiſt of one particular Vir- 
tue, or Vice, or Paſſion only; but tis a Compoſition ot 
Qualities which are not contrary to one another in the 
ſame Perſon: Thus the fame Man may be liberal and 
valiant, but not liberal and covetous; ſo in a Comical 
Character, or Humour, (which is an Inclination to this, 
or that particular Folly) Falſtaff is a Lyar, and a Cow- _ 
ard, a Glutton, and a Buffoon, becauſe all theſe Qualities 
may agree in the ſame Man; yet it is ſtill to be-obſery'd, 
that one Virtue, Vice, and Paſſion ought to be ſhown 


in ever; Man, as predominant over all the reſt: As Co- 
Vo I. V. | vetouſ- 
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vetouſneſs in Craſſus, Love of his Country in Brutus 
and the ſame in Characters which are feign'd. 

The chief Character or Hero in a Tragedy, as I haye 
already ſhown, ought in Prudence to be ſuch a Man, 
who has ſo much more in him of Virtue than of Vice, that 
he may be left amiable to the Audience, which otherwiſc 
cannot have any Concernment for his Sufferings: And 
tis on this one Character that the Pity and Terror muſt 
be principally, if not wholly, founded. A Rule which is 
extreamly neceſſary, and which, none of the Criticks that 
I know, have fully enough diſcover'd to us. For Terrer 
and Compaſſion work but weakly, when they are divided 
into many Perſons. If Creon had been the chief Chara- 
cter in O Edipus, there had neither been Terror nor Com- 
paſſion mov d, but only Deteſtation of the Man, and Joy 
for his Puniſhment; if Adraſius and Eurydice had been 
made more appearing Characters, then the Pity had 
been divided, and lefſen'd on the Part of OEdipus: But 
making OEdipus the beſt and braveſt Perſon, and even 
Focaſta but an underpart to him; his Virtues, and the Pu- 
niſhment of his fatal Crime, drew both the Pity, and the 
Terror to himſelf. | „ Noo 

By what has been ſaid of the Manners, it will be eaſy 
for a reaſonable Man to judge, whether the Characters 
be truly or falſly drawn in a Tragedy; for if there be no 
Manners appearing in the Characters, no Concernment 
for the Perſons can be rais'd: No Pity or Horror can 
be moy'd, but by Vice or Virtue; therefore without 


them, no Perſon can have any Buſineſs in the Play. If 


the Inclinations be obſcure, tis a Sign the Poet is in the 
dark, and knows not what manner of Man he preſents 
to you; and conſequently you can have no Idea, or ver 

imperfect, of that Man: Nor can judge what Reſoluti- 
ons he ought to take; or what Words or Actions are 
proper for him. Moſt Comedies made up of Accidents, 
or Adventures, are liable to fall into, this Error: And 
Tragedics with many Turns are ſubject to it: For the 
Manners never can be evident, where the Surpriſes of 
Fortune take up all the Buſineſs of the Stage; and where 
the Poet in mare in Pain, 0 tell you hat happened to 
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ſuch a Man, than what he was. Tis one of the Excel- 
I be. 


lencies of Shakeſpear, that the Manners of his Perſons are 


generally apparent; and you ſee their Bent and Inclinati- 
ons. Fletcher comes far ſhort of him in this, as indeed 
he does almoſt in every thing: There are but Gli nmer- 
ings of Manners in moſt of his Comedies, which run 
upon Adventures: And in his Tragedies, Rollo, Orto the 
King and No King, Melantius, and many others of his beſt, 
are but Pictures ſhown you in the Twilight; you know 
not whether they reſemble Vice, or Virtue, and they are 
either good, bad, or indifferent, as the preſent Scene re- 
quires it, But of all Poets, this Commendation is to be 
given to Ben. FJohnſon, that the Manners even of the moſt 
inconſiderable Perſons in his Plays, are every where ap- 


parent. . | | | 
By conſidering the Second Quality of Manners, which 


is, that they be ſuitable to the Age, Quality, Country, 
_ Dignity, Cc. of the Character, we may likewiſe judge 
whether a Poet has follow'd Nature. In this Kind, Sos 
Pzhocles and Euripides have more excell'd among the Greeks 
than Zſchylus: And Terence, more than Plautus among 
the Romans: Thus Sophocles gives to OEdipus the true 
. Qualities of a King, in both thoſe Plays which bear his 
Name: But in the latter, which is the OEdipus Coloncens, 
he lets fall on purpoſe his Tragick Style, his Hero ſpeaks 
not in the Arbitrary Tone; but remembers in the Soft- 
neſs of his Complaints, that he is an unfortunate blind 


Old-man, that he is baniſh'd from his Country, and per- 


ſecuted by his next Relations. The preſent French Poets 
are generally accus d, that wyhereſoever they lay the Scene, 
or in whatſoever Age, the Manners of their Heroes are 
J bolly French: Racin's Bajazet is bred at Conſtantinople 
but his Civilities are convey'd to him by ſome ſecret 
Paſſage, from Verſailles into the Seraglio. But our Shake- 
Pear, having aſcrib'd to Henry the Fourth the Character 


f a King, and of a Father, gives him the perfect Man- 
ers of each Relation, when either he tranſacts with his 
Son, or with his Subjects. Fletcher, on the other ſide, 
gives neither to Arbaces, nor to his King in the Mails 


9 ragedy, the Qualities which are ſuitable to a Monarch: 
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Though he may be excus'd a little in the latter; for the 
King there is not uppermoſt in the Character; *tis the 
Lover of Evadne, who is King only, in a ſecond Conſi- 
deration; and though he be unjuſt, and has other Faults 
which ſhall be nameleſs, yet he is not the Hero of the 
Play: Tis true we find him a lawful Prince, (though 


I never heard of any King that was in Rhodes) and there- 


ford Mr. Ryiner's Criticiſm ſtands good; that he ſhould 
not be ſhown in ſo vicious a Character. Sophocles bas 
been more judicious in his Antigona; for though he re- 
preſents in Creon a bloody Prince, yet he makes him not 
a lawful King, but an Uſurper, and Antigona her ſelf is 
the Heroine of the Tragedy: But when Philaſler wounds 
Arethuſa and the Boy; and Perigot his Miſtreſs, in the 


faithful Shepherdeſs, both theſe are contrary to the Cha- 


rafter of Manhood: Nor is Valentinian manag'd much 
better, for though Fletcher has taken his Picture truly, 
and ſhown him as he was, an effeminate, voluptuous 
Man, yet he has forgotten that he was an Emperor, and 
has given him none of thoſe Royal Marks, which ought 
to appear in 2 lawful Succeſſor of the Throne. If it be 
enquir'd, what Fletcher ſhould have done on this Occaſi- 
on; ought he not to have repreſented Valentinian as he 
was? Boſſu ſhall anſwer this Queſtion for me, by an In- 
ſtance of the like Nature: Mauritius the Greek Emperor, 
was a Prince far ſurpaſſing Valentinian, for he was indued 
with man; Kingly Victues; he was Religious, Merciful,and 
Valiant; but withal he was noted of extream Covetouſ- 
neſs, a Vice waich is contrary to the Character of a He- 
ro, or 2 Prince: Therefore, {ys the Critick, that Em- 
peror was no fit Perlon to be repreiznted in a Tragedy, 
unleſs his god Qualities we: © dry to be ſhown, and his 
Covetovineſ: ( hich lobe rem all) were flur'd over 
by he Artiſce of + /o rerurn once more to 


Shake nor : oO M ney er drew fo many Characters, or 
gener f er better from one another, ex- 
epi JE fun I 111 : itznce but in one, to 
C13 \ | Ty 110 1 1 his Uvention; "(is that of Caly- 
Lan, ar the, toner inthe Tempeſt. He ſeems there to 
Keve Ceo 4 1040 VIA was not in Nature, a Bold- 
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neſs, which at firſt Sight would appear intolerable: For 
he makes him a Species of himſelf, begotten by an Iucu- 
bus on a Witch; but this, as I have elſewhere prov'd, is 
not wholly beyond the Bounds of Credibility, at leaft the 
Vulgar til] believe it. We have the ſeparated Notions 
of a Spirit, and of a Witch; (and Spirits, according to 
Plato, are veſted with a ſubtil Body; according to ſome 
of his Followers, have different Sexes) therefore as from 
the diſtinct Apprehenſions of a Horſe, and of a Man, I- 
magination has form'd a Centaur,ſo from thoſe of an Incu - 
bus and a Sorcereſs, Shakeſpear has produc'd his Monſter. 
Whether or no his Generation can be defended, I leave to 
Philoſophy; but of this I am certain, that the Poet has 
moft judiciouſly furniſh'd him with a Perſon, a Lan- 
guage, and a Character, which will ſuit him, both by 
Father's and Mother's fide : he has all the Difcontents, and 
Malice of a Witch, and of a Devil; beſides a convenient 
Proportion of the deadly Sins; Glutrony, Sloth, and 


Luft, are manifeſt; the dejectedneſs of a Slave is like» 


wiſe given him, and the Ignorance of one bred up in a 
Deſart Iſland. His Perſon is monſtrous, and he is the 


Product of unnatural Luft; and his Language is as Hob- 


goblin as his Perſon : in all things he is diſtinguſh'd from 
other Morcals. The Characters of Fletcher are poor and 


narrow, in compariſon of Shakeſpear's; I remember not 


one which is not borrow'd from him; unleſs you will 
except that ſtrange mixture of a Man in the King and 
no King: So that in this Part Shakeſpear is generally 
worth our Imitation; and to imtiate Fletcher is but to 
Copy after him who was a Copyer. 

Under this general Head of Manners, the Paſſions are 
naturally included, as belonging to the Characters, I ſpeak 
not of Pity and of Terror, which are to be moy'd in 
the Audience by the Plot ; but of Anger, Hatred, Love, 


Ambition, Jealouſy, Revenge, c. as they are ſhown in 
this or that Perſon of the Play. To deſcribe theſe na- 


turally, and to move them Artfully, is one of the greateſt 
Commendations which can be given to a Poet: To write 
Pathetically, ſays Longinus, cannot proceed but from a lofty 
Genius. A Poet muſt be born with this Quality; yet, 

a 2 | unleſs 
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unleſs he help himſelf by an acquir'd Knowledge of the 
Paſſions, - what they are in their own Nature, -and b 


what Springs they are to be moy'd, he will be ſubject 
either to raiſe them where they ought not to be rais'd, 


or not to raiſe them by the juſt Degrees of Nature, or 
to amplify them beyond the Natural Bounds, or not to 


obſerve the Oriſis and turns of them, in their Cooling 
and Decay : all which Errors procced from want of Judg- 
ment in the Poet, and from being unskilled in the Prin- 
ciples of Moral Philoſophy. Nothing is no more frequent 
in a Fanciful Writer, than to foil himſelf by not mana- 
ging his Strength: therefore, as in a Wreſtler, there is 
firſt requir'd ſome meaſure of Force, a well-knit Body 
and Active Limbs, without which all Inſtruction would 
be vain ; yet, theſe being granted, if he want the Skill 
which is neceſſary to a Wreſtler, be ſhall make but ſmall 
Advantage of his natural Robuſtuouſneſs; So in a Poet, 
his inborn Vehemence and force of Spirit, will only run 
him out of Breath the ſooner, if it be not ſupported by 
the help of Art. The roar of Paſſion indeed may pleaſe 
.an Audience, three parts of which are ignorant enough 
to think all is moving which is Noiſie, and it may ſtretch 


the Lunps of an Ambitious Actor, who will dye upon 


the Spot for a thundring Clap; but it will move no o- 
ther Paſſion than Indignation and Contempt from judi- 
,cious Men. Longinus, whom I have hitherto follow'd, 
continues thus: If the Paſſions be Arttully employ'd, the 
Diſcourſe becomes vehement and lofty ; if otherwiſe, 
there is nothing more ridiculous than a great Paſſion out 
of Seaſon: And to this purpoſe he animadverts ſevere 
upon A ſchylus, who writ nothing in cold Blood, but was 
always in a Rapture, and in Fury with his Audience: 
the Inſpiration was ſtill upon him, he was ever tearing 
it upon the Tripos; or (to run off as madiy as he does, 
from one Similitude to another) he was always at High- 
flood of Paſſion, even in the dead Ebb, and loweſt Wa- 
ter- mark of the Scene. He who would raiſe the Paſſion 
of a judicious Audience, ſays a learned Critick, muſt be 
Jure to take his Hearers along with him; if they be in a 
Calm, tis an vain for him tobe ia a Huff: he muſt 2 
m 
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them by degrees, and kindle with them; otherwiſe he 
_ will be in danger of ſetting his own Heap of Stubble on 
fire, and of burning out by himſelf, without warming 
the Company that ſtand about him. They who woul 
Juſtify the madneſs of Poetry from the Authority of A- 
riſtotle, having miſtaken the Text, and conſequently the In- 
terpretation : I imagine it to be falſe read, where he ſays 
of Poetry, that it is 'Evgv3s N paving, that it had al- 
ways ſomewhat in it either of a Genius, or of a Mad- 
man. is more probable that the Original ran thus, that 
Poetry was *Euguzs νiν, That it belongs to a Wit- 
ty-man, but not to a Mad-man, Thus then the Paſſions, 
as they are conſider'd ſimply and in themſelves, ſuffer 
Violence when they are perpetually maintain'd at the 
fame height; for what Melody can be made on that In- 
ſtrument, all whoſe Strings are ſcrew'd up at firſt to their 
utmoſt ſtretch, and to the ſame Sound? But this is not 
the worlt; for the Characters likewiſe bear a part in the 
onal Calamity, if you conſider the Paſſions as embo- 
dy'd in them: For it follows of Neceſſity, that no Man 
can be diſtinguiſh'd from another by his Diſcourſe, when 
every Man is ranting, ſwaggering, and exclaiming with 
the ſame Exceſs: as if it were the only Buſineſs of all 
the Characters to contend with each other for the Prize 
at Billingſgate; or that the Scene of the Tragedy lay in 
Bet lem. Suppoſe the Poet ſhould intend this Man to be 
Cholerick, and that Man to be Patient; yet when they 
are confounded in the Writing, you cannot diſtinguiſh 
them from one another: for the Man who was call'd 
patient and tame, is only ſo before he ſpeaks; but let his 
Clack be ſet a going, and he ſhall tongue it as impetu- 
oully, and as loudly as the erranteſt Hero in the Play. By 
this means, the Characters are only diſtinct in Name; 
but in Reality, all the Men and Women in the Play are 
the ſame Perſon. No Man ſhould pretend to write, who 
cannot temper his Fancy with his Judgment: nothing I 
more dangerous to a raw Horſe-man, t aa Hot-mouth'l 
Jade without a Curb. | 


© *Tis neceſſary therefore for a Poet, who would con- 
ern in Audience by deſcribing of a Paſſion, firſt to pre- 
| L 4 pare 
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pare it, and not to ruſh upon it all at once. Ovid has ju- 
diciouſly ſhown the Difference of theſe two Ways, in the 
Speeches of Ajax and Ulyſſes; Ajax from the very be- 
ginning breaks out into his Exclamations, and is ſwearing 
by his Maker. Agimus, proh Fupiter, inquit. Ulyſſes, 
on the contrary, prepares his Audience with all the Sub- 
miſſiveneſs he can practiſe, and, all the Calmneſs of a rea- 
ſonable Man; he found his Judges in a Tranquillity of 
Spirit, and therefore ſet out leiſurely and ſoftly with 
them, till he had warm'd them by Degrees; andgghen he 
began to mend his Pace, and to draw them along with 
his own Impetuouſneſs: yet ſo managing his Breath, 
that it might not fail him at his need, and reſerving his 
utmoſt Proofs of Ability even to the laſt, The Succeſs 
you ſee was anſwerable; for the Croud only Applauded 
the Speech of Ajax; n | 


Vulgique ſecutum ultima murmur erat. 


But the Judges awarded the Prize for which they con- 


tended, to U!yſſes : 


Mota manus Procerum eſt, & quid facundia poſſit 
Tum fatuit, fortiſque viri tulit arma Diſertus. 


The next neceſſary Rule is, to put nothing into the 


Diſcourſe which may hinder your moving of the Paſſi- 
ons. Too many Accidents, as I have ſaid, incumber the 
Poet, as much as the Arms of Saul did David; for the 
variety of Paſſions which they produce, are ever croſſing 
and juſtling each other out of the Way. He who treats 
of Joy and Grief together, is in a fair way of cauſing 
neither of thoſe Effects. There is yet another Obſtacle 
to be remoy'd, which is pointed Wit, and Sentences af- 
feed out of Seaſon; theſe are nothing of Kin to the 
violence of Paſſion: no Man is at leiſure to make Sen- 
tences and Similes, when his Soul is in an Agony. I the 
rather name this Fault, that it may ſerve to mind me of 
my former Errors; neither will I ſpare my ſelf, but give 
an Example of this kind from my Indian Emperor. Mon- 
3ez4ma, purſu'd by his Enemies, and ſeeking W 
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ſtands parlying without the Fort, and deſcribing his Dan- 
ger to Cydaria, in a Simile of fix Lines; 


As on the Sands the frighted Traveller 
Sees the High Seas come rowling from afar, &c. 


My Indian Potentate was well skilbd in the Sea for an 
Inland Prince, and well improv'd ſince the firſt Act, when 
he ſent his Son to diſcover it. The Image had not been 
amiſs from another Man, at another time: Sed nunc non 
erat his locus: he deſtroy'd the Concernment which the 
Audience might otherwiſe have had for him; for they 
Y could not think the Danger near, when he had the Lei- | 
ſiure to invent a Simile. | Se | 
75 If Shakeſpear be allow'd, as I think he muſt, to have 
made his Characters diſtinct, it will eaſily be infer'd that 
he underſtood the Nature of the Paſſions: becauſe it has 
been prov'd already, that confus'd Paſſions make undiſtin- 
guiſhable Characters: yet I cannot deny that he has his 
Failings; but they are not fo much in the Paſſions them- 
ſelves, as in his manner of Expreſſion: he often obſcures 
his Meaning by his Words, and ſometimes makes it un- 
intelligible, I will not ſay of ſo great a Poet, that he 
diſtinguiſh'd not the blown puffy Stile, from true Subli- 
mity; but I may venture to maintain, that the Fury of 
his Fancy often tranſported him beyond the Bounds of 
Judgment, either in coyning of new Words'and Phraſes, 
or racking Words which were in Uſe, into the violence 
of a Catachreſis. Tis not that I would explode the Uſe 
of Metaphors trom Paſſions, for Longinus thinks them ne- 
ceſſary to raiſe it; but to uſe them at every Word, to 
ſay nothing without a Metaphor, a Simile, an Image, or 
Deſcription, is I doubt to ſmell a little too ſtrongly of the 
Buskin. I muſt be forc'd to give an Example of expreſ- 
ſing Paſſion figuratively; but that J may do it with Re- 
ſpect to Shakeſpear, it (hall not be taken from any thing 
of his: *ris an Exclamation apainſt Fortune, quoted 1n 
* his Hamlet, but written by ſome other Poet. x 


Out, out, thou Strumpet Fortune; all yon Gods, x 
In general Synod, take away her Power, 
; B 5 Break 
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Break all the Spokes and Falleys from her Auel, 
And bowl the round Nawe down the Hill of Heav'n 
As low as to the Fiends: 


And immediately after, ſpeaking of Hecuba, when Priam 
was kill'd before hex Eyes: 


The mobbled Queen ran up and down, 
Threatnivg the Flame with biſſon Rheum: a Clout about 
that Head, 

Hhere late the Diadem ſtood; and for a Robe 
About her dank and all ver-teemed loyns, 

A Blanket in the Alarm of fear caught up. 

Who this had ſeen, with Tongue in Venom ſteep d 

*Gainſs Fortune's State would Treaſon have pronounc d; 

But if the Gods themſelves did ſee her then, | 

IWhen ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious Sport 

In mincing with his Sword her Husband's Limbs, 

The Inft ant burſt of Clamor that ſhe made 

{Unleſs things mortal meant them not at all) 

Hould have made Milch the burning Eyes of Heav'n, 

Ard Paſſjon in the Gods, | 


What a Pudder is here kept in raiſing the Expreſſion 
of trifling Thovghts? would not a Man have thought 
that the Poet-bad been bound Prentice to a Wheel-wright, 
for his firſt Rant? and had follow'd a Rag-man, for the 


Clout and Blanket, in the Second? Fortune is painted on 


a Wheel; and therefore the Writer, in a Rage, will have 
Poetical Juſtice done upon every Member of that Engin: 
after this Execution, he bowls the Nave Down-hill, from 
Heaven, to the Fiends: (an unreaſonable long Mark a 
Man would think;) 'tis well : here ate no ſolid Orbs to 
ſtop it in the Way, or no Element of Fire to conſume 
it: but when it came to the Earth, it muſt be monſtrous 
heavy, to break Ground as low as to the Center. His ma- 
king Milch the: burning Eyes of Heaven, was a pretty 
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enough to have rais'd Paſſion in the Gods; but to excuſe 
the Effects of it, he tells you, perhaps they did not ſee it. 
Wiſe Men would be glad to find a little Senſe couch'd 
under all thoſe pompous Words; for Bombaſt is com- 
monly the Delight of that Audience, which loves Poe- 
try, but underſtands it not: and as commonly has been 
the Practice of thoſe Writers, who not being able to in- 
fuſe a natural Paſſion into the Mind, have,made it their 
Buſineſs to ply the Ears, and to ſtun their Judges by the 
Noiſe. But Shakeſpear does not otten thus; for the Paſ- 


ſions in his Scene between Brutus and Caſſius are extream- 


ly natural, the Thoughts are ſuch as ariſe from the Mat- 


ter, and the Expreſſion of them not viciouſly figurative. 


I cannot leave this Subject, before I do Juſtice to that 
Divine Poet, by giving you one of his paſſionate De- 
ſcriptions: 'tis of Richard the Second when he was de- 
pos'd, and led in Triumph through the Streets of London 
by Henry. Bullingbrook : the painting of it is ſo lively, and 
the Words ſo moving, that I have ſcarce read any thing 
comparable to it, in any other Language. Suppoſe you 
have ſeen already the fortunate Uſurper paſſing through 
the Crowd, and follow'd by the Shouts and Acclamati- 
ons of the People; and now behold King Richard entring 
upon the Scene: conſider the wretchedneſs of his Con: 
dition, and his Carraige in it; and refrain from Pity if 
you can. | 


As in a Theatre, the Eyes of Men 
After a well. gracd Actor leaves the Stage, 
Ars idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his Prattle to be tedious : 
Even ſo, or with much more Contempt, Mens Eyes 
Did cowl on Richard: no Man cry d, God ſave him: 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome Home, 
But Duſt was thrown upon his ſacred Head, 
ich with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook off, 
His Face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles 
(The Badges of his Grief and Patience) 
That has not God (for ſ me ſtrong purpoſe) ſtet ld 
The Hearts of Men, they muſt perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſm it ſelf have pityd him. : 
To 
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To ſpeak juftly of this whole matter; *tis neither 
height of Thought that is diſcommended, nor pathetick 
Vehemence, nor any nobleneſs of Expreſſion in its pro- 
per place; but *tis a falſe Meaſure of all theſe, ſomething 
which is like them, and is not them: *tis the Briſtol- ſtone 
which appears like a Diamond; *tis an extravagant 
Thought, inſtead of a ſublime one; tis roaring Madneſs, 
inſtead of Vehemence; and a ſound of Words, inſtead of 
Senſe. If Shakeſpear were ſtript of all the Bombaſt in his 
Paſſions, and dreſs'd in the moſt vulgar Words, we ſhould 
find the Beauties of his Thoughts remaining; if his Em- 
brodieries were burnt down, there would ſtill be Silver 
at the bottom of the Melting-Pot: but I fear (at leaſt, 
let me fear it for my ſelf) that we who Ape his ſound- 
ing Words, have nothing of his Thought, but are all out- 
fide; there is not ſo much as a Dwarf within our Giants 
Cloaths. Therefore, let not Shakeſbear ſuffer for our 
Sakes; tis our fault, who ſucceed him in an Age which 
is more refin'd, if we imitate him ſo il, that we copy 
his Failings only, and make a Virtue of that in our Wri- 
| tings, which in his was an Imperfection. 

For what remains, the Excellency of that Poet 
was, as I have ſaid, in the more manly Paſſions 3 
Fletcher's in the ſofter: Shakeſpear writ better betwixt 
Man and Man; Fletcher, betwixt Man and Wo- 
man: conſequently, the one deſcrib'd Friendſhip better; 
the other Love: yet Shakeſpear taught Fletcher to write 
Love: and Fuliet, and Deſdemona, are Originals. *Tis 
true, the Scholar had the ſofter Soul; but the Maſter had 
the kinder. Friendſhip is both a Virtue, and a Paſſion 
eſſentially; Love is a Paſſion only in its Nature, and is 
not a Virtue but by Accident: Good- nature makes Friend- 
ſhip; but Effeminacy Love. Shakeſpear had an Univerſal 
Mind, which comprehended a Characters and Paſſions; 
Fletcher a more confin'd and limited: for though he treat- 
ed Love in Perfection, yet Honour, Ambition, Revenge, 
and generally all the ſtronger Paſſions, he either touch'd 
not, or net Maſterly, To conclude all; he was a Limb 
of Shakeſpear. 

I had intended to have proceeded to the laſt Property 
of Manners, which is, that they muſt be conſtant; -þ 
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the Characters maintain*d the ſame from the beginning 
to the End; and from thence to have proceeded to the 
Thoughts and Expreſſions ſuitable ro a Tragedy: but I 
will firſt ſee how this will reliſh with the Age, *Tis 
I confeſs but curſorily written; yet the Judgment which 
is given here, is generally founded upon Experience: But 
becauſe many Mea are ſhock'd at the name of Rules, as 
if they were a kind of Mapiſterial Preſcription upon Po- 
ets, I will conclude with the Words of Rapin, in his Re- 
flections on Ariſtotle's Work of Poetry: If the Rules be 
well conſider'd, we ſhall find them to be made only to 
reduce Nature into Method, to trace her Step by Step, 
and not to ſuffer the leaſt Mark of her to eſcape us: *tis 
only by thoſe, that Probaility in Fiction is maintain'd, 
which is the Soul of Poetry: they are founded upon good 
Senſe, and ſound Reaſon, rather than on Authority ; for 
though Ariſtotle and Horace are produc'd, yet no Man muſt 
argue, that what they write is true, becauſ2 they writ 
it; but tis evident, by the ridiculous Miftakes and groſs 
Abſurdities, which have been made by thoſe Poets who 
have taken their Fancy only for their Guide, that if this 
Fancy be not regulated, tis a meer Caprice, and utterly 
incapable to produce a reaſonable and judicious Poem. 
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Spoken by Mr. Betterton, 


Repreſenting the Ghoſt of Shakeſpear. 


EE, my lov'd Britons, ſee your Shakeſpear riſes 


An awful Ghoſt confeſs d to human Eyes! 
Unnam'd, methinks, diſtinguiſh d ] had been 
From other Shades, by this eternal Green, 
About whoſe Wreaths the vulgar Poets ſtrive, 
And with a Touch, their wither d Bays revive. 
Untaught, unpractis d, in a barbarous Age, 
T found not, but created firſt the Stage. 
And, if 1 draind no Greek or Latin Store, 
Nas, that my own Abundance gave me more. 
On Foreign Trade I needed not rely, 
Like fruitful Britain, rich without Supply. 
In this my rough. drawn Play, you ſhall behold 
Some Maſter-ſtrokes, ſo manly and ſo bold, 
That he, who meant to alter, found em ſuch, 
He ſhook ; and thought it Sacrilege to touch. 
Now, where are the Succeſſors to my Name? 
What bring they to fill out a Poet's Fame? 
Weak, ſhort-liv'd Iſſues of a feeble Age; 
Scarce living to be Chriſten'd onthe Stage! 
For Humour Farce, for Love they Rhyme diſpenſe, 
That tolls the Knell for their departed Senſe, 
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Dutneſs might thrive in any Trade but this: 
'Twou'd recommend to ſome fat Benefice. 
Dulneſs, that in a Play- houſe meets Diſgrace, 
Might meet with Reverence, in its proper Place. 
The fulſome Clench that nauſeates the Town, 
Wou'd from a Fudge or Alderman go down ! 
Such Virtue is there in a Robe and Gown ! 
And that inſipid Stuff which here you hate, 
Might ſomewhere elſe be call d a grave Debate: 
Dulneſi is decent in the Church and State. 
Bs I forget that fill 'ris underſtood 
Bad Plays are beſt decry'd by ſhowing Good : 
Sit ſilent then, that my pleas'd Soul may ſee 
A judging Audience once, and worthy me: 
My faithful Scene from true Records ſhall tell, 
How Trajon Valour did the Greek excell; 
Your great Fore-fathers ſhall their Fame regain, 
And Homer's angry Ghoſt repine in vain, 
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AC TIL SCENE I. 


SCENE à Camp. 


Euter Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyſſes, Dio- 
medes, and Neſtor. 


AGAMEMN ON. 


RINCES, it ſeems not ſtrange to us nor 


Y/ _ — 
No 2 
88 T- 
i 


J new, : 
= That after Nine Years Siege Troy. makes 
UTE Defence; 


Since every Action of recorded Fame 


Which gave it Birth; why then you Grecian Chiefs, 

With ſickly Eyes do you behold our Labours, 

And think em our Diſhonour, which: indeed 

Are the protractive Tryals of the Gods, 

To prove heroick Conftaney in Men? 
Neſtor, With due Obſervance of thy Sovereign Seat, 

Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 


| WD. Has with long Difficulties been involy'd,. . 
Not anſwering that Idea of the Thought 
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What Honey can our empty Combs expect? 


Then every thing reſolves to brutal Force, 


il | The Malady whereof our State is ſick. 
Dom. Tis Truth he ſpeaks, the General's diſdain' d 


$2: TRL vs and CResSIDA: 
Thy well-weigh'd Words: In ſtruggling with Misfor- 


Lyes the true Proof of Virtue: On ſmooth Seas, | tanes 


How many bawble Boats dare ſet their Sails, 
And make an equal Way with firmer Veſſels! 
But let the Tempeſt once inrage that Sea, 

And then behold the ſtrong rib'd Argaſie, 
Bounding between the Ocean and the Air, 

Like Perſeus mounted on his Pegaſus. 

Then where are thoſe weak Rivals of the Main 
Or to avoid the Tempeſt fled to Port, 


Or made a Prey to Neptune: Even thus 


Do empty ſhow, and true-priz'd Worth divide 
In Storms of Fortune. 
Ulyſſes. Mighty Agamemnon ! 
Heart of our Body, Soul of our Deſigns, 
In whom the Tempers, and the Minds of all 
Shou'd be inclos d: Hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks, 
Agam. You have free Leave. 


Ulyſſes. Troy had been down ere this, and Hector's 


Wanted a Maſter, but for our Diſorders: [Sword 
Th' Obſervance due to Rule has been neglected; 


Obſerve how many Gretian Tents ſtand void 


Upon this Plain; ſo many hollowy Factions: 
For when the General is not like the Hive, 
To whom the Foragers ſhould all repair, 


Or when Supremacy of Kings is ſhaken, 

What can ſucceed? How cou'd Communities 
Or peaceful Traffick from divided Shores, 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Sceptres, Lawrels, 
But by Degree ſtand en their ſolid Baſe! 


And headlong Force is led by hoodwink'd Will, 
For wild Ambition, like a ravenous Wolf, 
Spur'd on by Will, and ſeconded by Power, 

uſt make an univerſal Prey of all, | 
And laſt deyour it ſelf. 


Neft. Moſt pruderitly Ulyſſes has diſcover'd 
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for- By him one Step beneath, he by the next: 
nes That next by him below: So each Degree 

_  Spurns upward at Superiour Eminence: 
. Thus our Diſtempers are their ſole Support; 
© Troy in our Weakneſs lives, not in her Strength. 
Agam. Tbe Nature of this Sickneſs found, inform us 
From whence it draws its Birth? 
- Ulyſ. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 
The chief of all our Hoſt 
Having his Ears buzz'd with his noiſy Fame, 
Diſdains thy Sovereign Charge, and in his Tent 
Lues mocking our Deſigns; with him Patroclus 


D pon a lazy Bed, breaks ſcurril ſeſts, 
And with ridiculous and aukward Action, 
W hicb, Slanderer, he Imitation calls, 
Mimicks the Grecian Chiefs. 

4 Agam. As how, Ulyſſes ? 5 


Ulyſſes. Ev'n thee, the King of Men, he does not ſpare, 
' (ehe Monkey Author) but thy Greatneſs pageants, 
d And makes of it Rehearſals: like a Player 
- = Bellowing his Paſſion till he. break the Spring, 
And his rack'd Voice Jar to his Audience; 
So repreſents he Thee, though more unlike 
Than Vulcan is to Venus. | 
And at this fulſome Stuff, this Wit of Apes, 
The large Achilles on his Preſt-Bed lolling, 
From his deep Cheſt roars out 2 loud Applauſe, 
Tickling his Spleen, and laughing till he wheeze. 
Neſtor. Nor are you ſpar'd, Ulyſſes, but as you ſpeak in 


| Council: 

He hems ere he begins, then ſtroakes his Beard, 
Caſts down his Looks, and winks with half an Eye; 
Has every Action, Cadence, Motion, Tone, 

All of you but the Senſe. 
Agam. Fortune was merry 

When tre was born, and plaid a trick on Nature 
To make a Mimick Prince; he neer acts Ill, 

But when he would ſeem Wiſe: 

For all he fays or do's from ſerious Thought, 

Appears ſo wretched that he mocks his Title, 
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And is his own Buffoon. 

Ulyſſes. In Imitation of this ſcurril Fool, 
Ajax is grown Self-will'd as broad Achilles, 
He keeps a Table too, makes factious Feaſts, 
Rails on our State of War, and ſers Therſites 
(A ſlanderous Slave of an o'er-flowing Gall) 
To level us with low Compariſons: 

They Tax our Policy with Cowardice, 
Count Wiſdom of no Moment in the War, 
In brief, eſteem. no Act, but that of Hand; 
The ſtill and thoughtful Parts which move thoſe Hande, 
With them are but the Tasks cut out by Fear 
To be perform'd by Valour. 

Agam. Let this be granted, and Achille, Horſe. 

Is more of uſe than he: but you, grave Pair, 

Like Time and Wiſdom marching Hand in Hand, 
Muſt put a ſtop to theſe incroaching Ills: 

To you we leave the Care: 

You who cou'd ſhow whence the Diſtemper ſprings; 


SCENE II. Try. 
Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 


Troil, Why ſhould I fight without the Trojan: Walls, 
Who, without fighting, am o'erthrown within? 
The Trojan who is Maſter of a Soul, 
Let him to battle, Troilus has none. 
Pand. Will this never be at an End with you? 
Troil, The Greeks are ſtrong, and skilful to their Strength, 
Fierce to their Skill, and to their Fierceneſs wary ; 
But I am weaker than a Woman's Tear, 
Tamer than Sleep, fonder than Tgnorance : 
And Artleſs as unpractis'd Infancy. | 3 
Pand. Well, I have told you enough of this; for my 
part I'll not meddle nor make any further in your Love: 
He that will eat of. the. Roaſtmeat, muſt ſtay for the 
kindling of the Fire. | 
_ Troil, Have I not ſtay'd? MO ys 
Pand. Ay, the kindling; but you muſt ſtay the ſpiring 
of the Meat, FL | Troi 


Muſt vindicate the Dignity of Kings. Exeunt 
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Troil. Have I not ſtay'd ? oy | 
Pand. Ay, the ſpitting: but there's two Words to a 
Bargain: you muſt ſtay the roaſting too. 
Troll. Still have I ſtay d: and till the farther off, 
pand. That's but the roaſting, but there's more in this 
Word Stay; there's the taking off the Spitt, the making 
of the Sawce, the diſhing, the ſetting on the Table, and 
ſaying Grace; nay you muſt ſtay the cooling too, or you 
may chance to burn your Chaps. | 
Troil. At Priam's Table penſive do I fit, 
And when fair Creſſida comes into my Thoughts | 
(Can ſhe be ſaid to come, who ne'er was abſent!) 
Pand. Well, ſhe's a moſt raviſhing Creature; and ſhe 


look d Yeſterday moſt killingly, ſhe had ſuch a Stroke 


with her Eyes, ſhe cut to the Quick with every Glance 
ofthem, | _ 
Tyoil. I was about to tell thee, when my Heart 

Was ready with a Sigh to cleave in two, 

Left Hector, or my Father ſhould perceive me, 

1 have with mighty Anguiſh of my Soul 
Juſt at the Birth ſtifled this ſtil-born Sigh, 

And forc'd my Face into a painful Smile. | 
Pand. I meaſur'd her with my Girdle Yeſterday, ſhe's 

not half a Yard about the Waſte, but ſo taper a Shape did 


T never ſec; but when I had her in my Arms, Lord, 


thought I, and by my Troth I could not forbear ſighing, 
Af Prince Troilus had her at this Advantage, and I were 
holding of the Door. — An ſhe were a thought taller, but 
as fhe is, ſhe wants not an Inch of Hellen neither; but 
there's no more Compariſon between the Women 
+ there was Wit, there was a ſweet Tongue! How her 
Words melted in her Mouth! Mercury wou'd have been 
glad to have ſuch a Tongue in his Mouth, I warrant him. 
I 'wou'd ſome Body had heard her talk Yeſterday, as I did. 
Tyoil. Oh Pandarus, when I tell thee I am mad 

J Creſid's Love, thou anſwer'ſt ſhe is fair; 


5 Pr aiſeſt her Eyes, her Stature, and her Wit; 


t praiſing thus, inſtead of Oyl and Balm, 
Mou lay'ſt in every Wound her Love has giv'n me; 


Pana, 
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Pand. I give her but her due. 
Troil. Thou giv'ſt her not ſo much. 5 
Pand. Faith I' ſpeak no more of her, let her be as 


ſhe is: If ſhe bea Beauty, tis the better for her; and ſhe | 
be not, She has the Mends in her own Hands, for Pan- 1 


darus. 


Troil. In ſpight of me thou wilt miſtaxe my meaning. 5 


Pand. 1 have had but us Labour for my Pains, ill 
thought on of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone be- 
tween and between, and am Ground in the Millſtones for 
my Labour. 
Troil, What art thou angry, Pandarus, with thy Friend? 
Pand. Becauſe ſhe's my Neice, therefore ſhe's not ſo 
Fair as Hellen; and fhe were not my Neice, ſnowʒ me ſuch 
another Piece of Womans Fleſh; take her Limb by Limb, 
I ſ y no more, bur if Paris had ſeen her firſt, Menelauis 
had been no Cuckold: but what care. I if ſhe were a 
Blick moore, what am I the better for her Face? 
Tyoil. Said I ſhe was not beautiful? 


Pand. I care not if you did, ſhe's a Fool to ftay behind 


her Father Calchas, let her to the Greeks; and ſo I'll tell 
her: for my part I am reſolute, I'll. meddle no more in 
your Affairs. | 

Troil, But hear me! 

Pand. Not I. 

Troil. Dear Pandarus | ny > 

Par d. Pray ſpeak no more on't, I'll not burn my Fin- 
gers in another body's Buſineſs, I'll leave it as I found it, 
and there's an End. Exit. 

Troil. O Gods, how do you torture me? i 
I cannot come to Creſſid but by hin, 
And he's as peeviſn to be wood to wooe; 
As fhe is to be won, 

| | nter Æneas. 


Eneas. How now, Prince Troilus; why not in the 


Battle? 


Troil. Be auſe not there; this Woman's Anſwer. ſuits me; 
For Womantäſh it is to be from thence: 


What News, Aueas, from the Field to-day ? 
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4 En. Paris is hurt. 
Troil. By whom?! 
En. By Menelaus. Hark what good Sport 
, ; Alarm within. 
cout of Town to-day, when I hear ſuch Muſick 
I cannot hold from dancing: 
22 Troil, I' make one, | 


15 Ind try to loſe an anxious Thought or two 

u n heat of Action. 

be- Thus Coward-like from Love to War I run, [ Afede, 
* eek the leſs Dangers, and the greater ſhun. ¶ Exit Troil. 
ade = Enter Creſſida. 


% 1.2 Cref, My Lord eas, who were thoſe went by? 1 
mean the Ladies. | 
En. Queen Hecuba, and Hellen. 
„ Creſſ. And whither go they? 
lame En. Up to the Weſtern. Tower, 
© 2 "Whoſe Height commands as ſubject all the Vale, 
To ſee the Battle. Hector, whoſe Patience 
I fix d like that of Heay'n, to-day was mov'd: 


Ind He chid Andromache, and ſtruck his Armourer, , 
= ad as there were good Husbandry in War, 


| "Before the Sun was up he went to Field; 

Your Pardon, Lady, that's my Buſineſs too. [Exit Mneas, 

Crreſſ. Hector s a gallant Warriour. 

= Enter Pandarus. 

Piand. What's that, what's that? 

Fin= Creſſ. Good-morrow, Uncle Pandarus. 1 

dit, Fand. Good-morrow,. Couſſin Creſida : When were you 
Court? 

Creſſ. This Morning, Uncle. | | 

Pand. What were you a talking, when I came? Was 

1 * arm'd, and gone ere ye came? Hector was ſtirring 

ly. - 

Creſſ. That I was talking of; and of his Anger, 

Pand. Was he angry, ſay you? true he was ſo, and I 

ow the Cauſe: He was ſtruck down yeſſerday in the 

me; By tle, but he'll lay about him; he'll cry Quittance with 
iv. to-day I' anſwer for him: And there's Troilus will 

come far. behind him; let em take Heed of Troribur, 

n tell em that too. 
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Creſſi. What was he ſtruck down too? 

Pand. W ho, Troilus? Troilus is the better Man of the two. 
Creſſi. Oh Fupiter! there's no Compariſon, Troilus the 
better Man! | | 

Pand. What, no Compariſon between Heclor and Troi- 
lus? do you know a Man if you fee him? 

Cteſſi. No, for he may look like a Man, and not be one. 

Pand, Well, I ſay Troilus is Troilus. 

Creſſi. That's what I ſay, for I am ſure he is not Hector. 

Pand. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, make your beſt of 
that, Neice! 

Creſfſi. Tis true, for each of em is himſelf, 

Pand. Himſelf! alas poor Troilus! I wou'd he were 
himſelf; well, the Gods are all-ſufficient, and Time muſt 
mend or end: I wou'd he were himſelf, and wou'd I 
were a Lady for bis Sake. I would not anſwer for my 
Maidenhead, No, Hedoy is not a better Man than 
Tpoilus. Tons 
Creſſi. Excuſe me. SS 
Pand. Pardon me: Toilus is in the Bud; tis early Day 
with him, you ſhall tell me another Tale when Troilus is 
come to Bearing: And yet he'll not bear neither in ſome 
Senſe. No, Hector ſhall never have his Virtues, 

Creſſi. No Matter. 

Pand. Nor his Beauty, nor his Fafhion, nor his Wit, 
he ſhall have nothing of him. 

Creſſi. They would not become him, his own are better. 

Pand. How, his own better! you have no judgment 
Neice, Hellen her ſelf ſwore t'other Day, that Troilus ſor 
a manly brown Complexion; (for fo it is, I muſt con- 
feſs;) not brown neither. | | 

Creſſi. No, but very brown. 

Pand. Faith to ſay Truth, brown and not brown : 


©, 
7 N 


Come I ſwear to you, I think Hellen loves him better 


than Paris: Nay I'm ſure ſhe does. She comes me to 
him tother Day, into the Bow-Window, and you know 
Troilus has not above three or four Hairs on his Chin. 
Creſſi. That's but a bare Commendation. 
Paxd. But to prove to you that Hellen loves him, ſhe 
comes, and puts me her white Hand to bis cloyen Chin! 


3 | Creſſi 


x85 


* rand. Why, you know it is dimpled. I cannot chuſe 
but laugh to think how ſhe tickled his cloven Chin: She 
_ has a marvellous white Hand I muſt needs confeſs. 
9 © © But let that paſs, for I know who has a whiter: 
Well Couſin, I told you a thing yeſterday, think on't, 
Go Creſſ So I do, Uncle. [think on't. 
Pand. Ill be ſworn 'tis true; he will weep ye, and 
_ ' *twere a Man born in April. IA Retreat ſounded. 
2 Hark, they are returning from the Field; ſhall we ſtay and ſee 
em as they come by, ſweet Neice? do {ſweet Neice Creſida. 
Creſſ. For once you ſhall command me. 
ww 1 Pand. Here, here, here's an excellent Place; we ma 
11 ſiee em here moſt bravely, and T'!! tell you all their Names 
as they paſs by: But mark Troilus above the reſt, mark 
id Troilus, he's worth your marking. | 
a Eneas paſſes over the Stage. 
Creſſ. Speak not ſo loud then. - 
Pand. That's Zneas, Is't not a brave Man that? he's a 
Jay - Swinger, many a Grecian he has laid with his Face up- 
ward; but mark Tyoilus, you ſhall ſee anon. 
me i Enter Anthenor paſſing. 
That's Anthenor, he has a notable Head- piece I can tell 
5 you, and he's the ableſt Man for Judgment in all Troy, 
Vit, you may turn him looſe i'faith, and by my Troth a pro- 
per Perſon: When comes Troilus? I'll ſhow you Troilus 
tter. anon; if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 
dent Hector paſſes over. | 
for That's Hector, that, that, look you that, there's a Fel- 
con- low, go thy Way Hector, there's a brave Man, Neice: O 
brave Hector, look how he looks! there's a Countenance: 
Ig not a brave Man, Neice? 
wo: Creſſ. I always told you fo. 
etter Pand. Is a not? it does a Man's Heart good to look on 
e tO him; look you, look you there, what Hacks are on his 
now Helmet? this was no Boys Play i'faith, he laid it on with 
. Vengeance, take it off whoſe will, as they ſay! there 
ire Hacks, Neice! . 8 
> ſhe Creſſ. Were thoſe with Swords? Fs 
hin Pand. Swords, or Bucklers, Faulchions, Darts, and 
arefſi, © C 
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Creſſ. Has he been fighting then, how came it cloven? 


Launces ! 
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Launces! any thing, he cares not! and the Devil come 
tis all one to him: by Jupiter he looks fo terribly, that I 
am half affraid to praiſe him. 

| Enter Paris. 

Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris, look ye yon- 
der Neice; is't not a brave young Prince too! He draws 
the beſt Bow in all Troy, he hits you to a Span twelve- 
ſcore Level; Who ſaid he came home hurt to-day? why 


this will do Helen's Heart good now! Ha! that I could 


ſee Troilus now! 
Enter Helenus. 

Creſſ. Who's that black Man, Unkle? 

Pand. That's Helenus. I marvel where Troilus is all this 
while? that's Helenus. I think Troilus went not forth to 
Day; that's Helenus. 

Creſſ Can Helenus fight, Uncle? 

Pand. Helenus! No, yes, be'll fight indifferently well. 
J marvel in my Heart what's become of Troilus? Hark! 
do you not hear the People cry Troilus? Helenus is a 
Prieſt and keeps a Whore; hell fight for his Whore, or 
he's no true Prieſt I warrant him. | 

| Enter Troilus paſſing over. 

Creſſ. What ſneaking Fellow comes yonder ? 

Pand, Where, yonder! that's Deiphobus: No, I lye, I 
lye, that's Troilus, there's a Man, Neice! hem! O brave 
Troilus! the Prince of Chivalry, and Flower of Fidelity! 

Cr. /. Peace, for Shame Peace. 


Pand. Nay, but mark him then! O brave Troilas ! there's 


a Man of Men, Neice! look you how his Sword is 
bloody, and his Helmet more hack'd than Hedor's, and 
how -he looks, and how he goes! O admirable Youth! 
he ne'er ſaw two and twenty. Go thy Way Troilus, go 
thy Way! had I a Siſter were a Grace, and a Daughter a 
Goddeſs, he ſhou'd take his Choice of em. O admirable 
Man ! Paris, Paris is Dirt to him, and I warrant Helen to 
change, wou'd give all the Shoes in her Shop to boot, 
| Enter common Soldiers paſſing over. 
Creſſ. Here come more. $758 

Pand. Aſſes, Fools, Dolts, Dirt and Dung, Stuff and 


' Lumber; Porridge after Meat? but I could liye and dye 


with 
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1 
with Troilus, Neer look Neice, ne'er look, the Lyons 


are gone: Apes and Monkeys, the fag End of the Creati- 


1 had rather be ſuch a Man as Troilus, than Aga- 


Ef, A nn and all Greece. 
Creſſ. There's Achilles among the Greeks, he's a brave Man! 


Pand. Achilles! a Carman, a Beaſt of Burden; a very 


1 Camel; have you any Eyes Neice, do you know a Man? 
is he to be compar'd with Troilus! 
1 Enter Page. 


Page. Sir, my Lord Treilus wou'd inſtantly ek with you: . 
Pand. Where Boy, where! 

Page. At his own Houſe, if you think convenient. 
Pand. Good Boy tell him I come inſtantly, I doubt 


2 s wounded; farewel good Neice: But I'll be with you 
by and by. 


Creſſ. To bring me, Unkle! 

Pand. Ay, a Token from Prince Troilus, [Exit Pandarus. 

Creſſ. By the ſame Token you are a Procurer, Unkle. 
Creſſida alone. 

ſtrange diſſembling Sex we Women are: 


Well may we Men, when we ourſelves deceive. 


ong has my ſecret Soul lov'd Tyoilus. 


7 drunk his Praiſes from my Unkle's Mouth, 


As if my Ears cou'd ne er be fatisfy'd; 


A hy then, why ſaid I not, I love this Prince? 


ow cou'd my Tongue conſpire againſt my Heart, 


6 

To ſay I lov'd him not? O childiſh Love! 
if Iris like an Infant froward in bis Play, 
| an what he moſt deſires, he throws away. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
SCENE Troy. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, and Æneas. 


1 Prion. FTER th' Expence of ſo much Ti 
1 A RS. pe ime and 


Thus once again the Grecians ſend to Troy. 
C2 De? 
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Deliver Helen, and all other Loſs | =_ 
Shall be forgotten. Hector, what ſay you to't? a 
Heck. Though no Man leſs can fear the Greeks than I, 
Yet there's no Virgin of more tender Heart, 
More ready to cry out, Who knows the Conſequence, 
Than Hector is; for modeſt Doubt is mix'd 
With manly Courage beſt; let Helen go. 
If we have loſt ſo many Men of ours, 
To keep a Thing not ours; not worth to us 
The Value of a Man, what Reaſon is there 
Still to retain the Cauſe of ſo much Ill? 
Troil. Fy, fy, my noble Brother! 
Weigh you the Worth and Honour of a King, 
So great as Aſia's Monarch, in a Scale 
Of common Ounces thus ? 
Are Fears and Reaſons fit to be conſider'd, 3 
When a King's Fame is queſtion'd? | ... 
| Hed. Brother, ſhe's not worth —_— 
What her Defence has coſt us. R 
' Troil, What's ought, but as tis valued? 
Hect. But Value dwells not in Opinion only: 
It holds the Dignity and Eſtimation, 
As well, wherein *tis precious of it ſelf, 
As in the Prizer; tis Idolatry | 
To make the Service greater than the God. 
Troil. We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 
When we have worn 'em: The remaining Food 
Throw not away, becauſe we now are full. 
If you confeſs. 'twas Wiſdom Paris went, 
As you muſt needs; for you all cry'd, Go, go: 
If you'll confeſs he brought home noble Prize, 
As you muſt needs, for you all clapt your Hands, 
And cry'd, Ineſtimable: Why do you now 
So under-rate the Value of your Purchaſe? 
For let me tell you, *tis unmanly Theft, 
When we have taken what we tear to keep! 
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En. There's not the meaneſt Spirit in our Party 4 
Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, £ 
When Helen is defended: None ſo noble > 


Whole Life were ill beſtowed, or Death unfam'd, 


When 
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; When Helen is the Subject. 
an F, Priam. So ſays Paris. 
Like one beſo: ted on effeminate Joys, 


a0 we: has the Honey ſtill, but theſe the Gall. 
n. He not propoſes meerly to himſelf 
The Pleaſures ſuch a Beauty brings with it : 
But he wou'd have the Stain of Helen's Rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
Het Troilus and Zneas, you have ſaid: 
If ſaying ſi;perficial things be Reaſon. 
But if this Helen be another's Wife, 
The moral Laws of Nature and of Nations 
Speak loud ſhe be reftor'd: Thus to perſiſt 
In N Wrong, extenuates not Wrong, 
But makes it much more ſo: Hector's Opinion 
Is this, in Way of Truth: Yet ne'ertheleſs, 
My ſprightly Brother, I encline to you 
In Reſolution to defend her ſtill: 
x 3 or 'tis a Cauſe on which our Trojan Honour 
$ nd common Reputation will depend. 
2 Tyoil. Why there you touch'd the Life of our Deſign: 
Were it not Glory that we covet more 
Than War and Vengeance (Beaſts and Women's Pleaſure) 
I wou'd not wiſh a Drop of Trojan Blood 
int, Joh more in her Defence: But oh! my Brother, 
She is a Subject of Renown and Honour, 
And I preſume brave Hector wou'd not loſe 
The rich Advantage of his future Fame 
9 For the wide World's Revenue: have Buſineſs 
mp But glad I am to leave you thus reſoly'd. 
fa 1 When ſuch Arms ſtrike, neer doubt of the Succeſs. 
En May we not gueſs? 
Troil. You may, and be deceiy'd, Exit Troil. 


Het. A Woman, on my Life: yen ſo it happens, 
3" Religion, State- Affairs, whate' er's the Theme, 


| * 
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Z 4 It ends in Women ſtill. | | 9 


RF ,'-..- Enter Andromache. 

1 ** Priam. See here's your Wife 

To make that Maxim good, 

Xx Hed. Welcome, Andromache : Your Looks are chearful, 


You 
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You bring ſome pleaſing News. 

Andro. Nothing that's ſerious. | 
Jour little Son Aſtyanax has employ d me 
As his Ambaſſadreis. 

Hef. Upon what Errand ? 

Andro. No leſs than that his Grandfather this Day 5 
Would make him Knight: He longs to kill a Greaan: 
For ſnou'd he ſtay to be a Man, he thinks ies 
You'll kill 'em all; and leave no Work for him. 

Priam, Your own Blood, Hector. | 

Andro. And therefore ke deſigns to ſend a Challenge 
To Agamenmon, Ajax, or Achilles, 2 
To prove they do not well to burn our Fields; 

And keep us coop'd like Pris' ners in a Town, 
To lead this lazy Life. 

Hect. What Sparks of Honour 
Fly from this Child! the Gods ſpeak in him ſure: 

| It ſhall be ſo PIl do't. 

Priam, What means my Son? 

Hect. To ſend a Challenge to the boldeſt Greek ; 

Is not that Country ours? thoſe fruitful Fields 
Waſh'd by yon filver Flood, are they not ours ? 


TO I, Tg 


Thoſe teeming Vines that tempt our longing Eyes, | I 
Shall we behold em? ſhall we call em ours, : 
And dare not make em ſo ? by Heavens I'll know -Þ 


Which of theſe haughty Grecians dares to think 
He can keep Hector Pris'ner here in Troy. 


Priam. If Hector only were a private Man, 'Y 
This wou'd be Courage, but in him 'tis Madneſs. 3 
The general Safety on your Life depends; 4 
And ſhou'd you periſh in this raſh Attempt, 1 
Troy with a Groan wou'd feel her Soul go out, 5 
And breathe her laſt in you. 

En. The Task you undertake is hazardous: Te 
Suppoſe you win, what wou'd the Profit be? 4 
If 4jax or Achilles fell beneath | 1 
Your thundring Arm, wou' d all the reſt depart? 1 
Wou'd Agamemnon, or his injur'd Brother A 


Set Sail for this? then it were worth your Danger. | 
But, as it is, we throw our utmoſt Stake 
LS bh | Againſt 5 


1 
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L Againſt whole Heaps of theirs, 
Priam. He tells you true. i 
* Zn. Suppoſe one Ajax, or Achilles loſt, 
They can repair with more that ſingle Loſs: 


5 


Tjuroy has but one, one Hector. 
y = Hed, No, /Enans? 
What then art thou; and what is Troilus ? 
x | 1 What will Aſtyanax be? 

Priam. An Hector one Day. 

iN But you mult let him live to be a Hector. 
And who ſhall make him ſuch when you are gone ? 
Who ſhall inſtru his Tenderneſs in Arms, 
Or give his Childhood Leſſons of the War? 
Who ſhall defend the Promiſe of his Youth, 
And make it bear in Manhood? the young Sappling 
ls ſhrouded long beneath the Mother-tree, 
Before it be tranſplanted from its Earth, 
And truſt it ſelf for Growth. 

= Hed, Alas, my Father! FI 
MW You have not drawn one Reaſon from your ſelf, 

But publick Safety, and my Son's green Years: 

In this neglecting that main Argument, 
& Truſt me you chide my filial Piety: 
As if I cou'd be won from my Reſolyes 
By Troy, or by my Son, or any Name 

More dear to me than yours. 

Priam. I did not name my ſelf; becauſe I know 
When thou art gone, I need no Grecian Sword 
TJ To help me dye, but only Hector's Loſs. 
Daughter, why ſpeak not you? why ſtand you ſilent? 
Have you no Right in Hector as a Wife? 
Andro. I would be worthy to be Hefor's Wife: 
And had I been a Man, as my Sou!'s one, 
I I had aſpir'd a nobler Name, his Friend. 

How I love Hector, (need 1 ſay I love him?) 

l am not but in him: Se 
But when ! ſee him arming for his Honour, 
His Country and his Gods, that martial Fire 
That mounts his Courage, kindles ev'n to me: 
And when the Trojan Ma: rons wait him out 
unſt = | C 4 | „ Wh 
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With Pray'rs, and meet with Bleſſings his Return; 
The Pride of Virtue beats within my Breaſt, 

To wipe away the Sweat and Duſt of War: 

And dreſs my Heroe, glorious in his Wounds. 

Hed, Come to my Arms, thou manlier Virtue come; 
Thou better Name than Wife! would' thou not blu 
To hup a Coward thus? Embrace. 

Priam. Vet ſtill 1 fear! i 

Andro. There ſpoke a Woman; pardon, Royal Sir; 
Has he not met a thouſand lifted Swords | 
Of thick rank'd Grecians, and ſhall one affright him? 
There's not a Day but he encounters Armies; .- 
And yet as ſafe, as if the broad-brim'd Shield £3 
That Pallas wears, were held *twixt him and Death. 

Hect. Thou know'ſt me th and thou ſhalt praiſe me 
Gods make me worthy of thee! [more, 

Andro. You ſhall be | | 
My Knight this Day, you fhall not wear a Cauſe 
So black as Helen's Rape upon your Breaſt, 

Let Paris fight for Helen; Guilt for Guilt; | 
But when you fight for Honour and for me, 
Then let our equal Gods behold an Act, 
'They may not bluſh to Crown, 
Het}, ZEneas go, 
And bear my Challenge to the Grecian Camp. 
If there be one amongſt the beſt of Greece, 
Who holds his Honour higher than his Eaſe, 
Who knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear; 
Who loves his Miſtreſs more than in Confeſſion ; 
And dares ayow her Beauty and her Worth, 
In other Arms than hers; to him this Challenge. 
I have a Lady of more Truth and Beauty, 
Than ever Greek did compaſs in his Arms: 
And will to-morrow, with the Trumpet's call, 
Mid-way, between their Tents, and theſe our Walls, 
Maintain what I have ſaid; if any come 
My Sword ſhall honour him, if none ſhall dare, 
Then ſhall I ſay at my Return to Troy, 
The Grecian Dames are Sun-burat, and not worth 
Th: Splinter of a Lance, 5 


En. 
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5 . u. It ſhall be told em, 
1 boldly as you gave it | | 
7 Priam. Heay'n protect thee. Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 


pand. Yonder he ſtands, poor Wretch! there ſtands he 
With ſuch a Look, and ſuch a Face and ſuch begging Eyes; 
#here he ſtands, poor Priſoner. 
3 Crefſ, What a Deluge of Words do you pour out Unkle, 
to ſay juſt nothing? 

6 £ Pan. Nothing do you call it? is that nothing, do you 
; Kall it nothing? why he looks for all the World, like one 
e me pf your raſcally Malefactors, juſt thrown off the Gibbet, 
ore, with his Cap down, his Arms ty d down, his Feet ſprunt- 
Ws Ing, his Body ſwinging. Nothing do you call it? this is 
nothing with a Vengeance. 

= Creſ. Or, what think you of a hurt Bird, that flutters 
_ about with a broken Wing? 

Pana. Why go to then, he cannot fly away then, then, 

hat's certain, that's undoubted: there he lyes to be taken 

. but if you had ſeen him, when I ſaid to him, Take 
good Heart Man, and follow me; and fear no Colours, 
| | and ſpeak your Mind, Man: ſhe can never ſtand you: ſhe 
0 wil fall, and *rwere a Leaf in Autumn. 

Creſſ. Did you tell him all this without my Conſent ? 
Pand. Why you did conſent, your Eyes conſented 
they blabb'd, they leer'd, their very Corners blabb'd. But 
you'll ſay your Tongue ſaid nothing. No I warrant it: 
our Tongue was wiſer; your Tongue was better bred: 
your Tongue kept its own Counſel: Nay, IIl ſay that 
= you, your Tongue ſaid nothing. Well, ſuch a ſhame-- 
95 ace Couple did I never ſee Days o' my Life: ſo fraid of 
1 one another; ſuch ado to bring you to the Buſineſs: 

1 vl, if this Job were well over, if ever I loſe my 

© Pains again with an aukward ( ouple, let me be painted} m 
Y ite Sign. Poſt for the Labour in vain: fye upon't, ye up- 


on't; there's no Conſcience in't: all honelt People wilt 
cry Shame on c. 
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Creſſ. Where is this Monſter to be ſhown? what's tol jo" 
be given for a Sight of him? , 
Pand. Why ready Money, ready Money; you carry it th 


10 
Conſcience he's as errant a Maid as you are: I was fain '% 
to uſe Violence to him, to pull him hither : and he pull“ Gi 
and J pulld : for you muſt know he's abſolutely the oi 
ſtrongeſt Youth in Troy: tother Day he took Helen in” 0 


one Hand, and Paris in t'other, and danc'd em at one a- 53 
nother at Arms- end, and *twere two Moppets: there was 
a Back, there were Bone and Sinews: there was a Back 


jor you. HEE "8 
Crejſ. For theſe good procuring Offices you'll be damn d N 
one Day, Unkle. 10 


Pand. Who, I damn'd? Faith I doubt I ſhall: by my is 1 


 Troth I think I ſhall; nay if a Man be damn'd for doing 8 


Good, as thou ſayſt, it may go hard with me. 4 
Creſſ. Then Ii] not ſee Prince Troilus, T'il not be accef. A 
ary to your Damnation. | : . 
Pand, How, not ſee Prince Troilus? why I have en- 
geg d, I have promis'd, I have paſt my Word. I care not 
for damning, let me alone for damning; I value not y 
damning in Compariſon with my Word. If I am damn'd 2 
it ſpall be a good damning to thee Girl, thou ſhalt be my t 
Heir, come tis a virtuous Girl, thou ſhalt help me to 
keep my Word, thou ſhalt ſee Prince Troilus. 5 


Creſſ. The Venture's great. | FLEW 
Pand. No Venture in the World, thy Mother ventur'd ' J 
it for thee, and thou ſhalt venture it for my little Couſin ; 105 


that muſt be. 


Pand, Marry is he, there's no Fear in that I hope, the 
Fear were if he were old and feeble, | 
Creſſ. And I a Woman. 1 
Fand No Fear yet, thou art a Woman, and he's a 
Man, put them two together, put 'em together, gy 
Creſſ. And if I ſhould be frail. — 1 
Pand. There's all my Fear that thou art not frail: thou 
ſhould'ſt be frail, all Fleſh is frail, = 
Creſſ. Are yu my Unkle, and can give this Counſel to ⁵ 
your own Brother's Daughter ? R Md and. 


— 


Creſſ. Weigh but my Fears, Prince Troilus is young. i x r 
F] 
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®” Pand. If thou wert my own Daughter a thouſand 
Times over, 1 cou'd do no better for thee; what would'ſt 
y [hou have Girl? he's a Prince, and a young Prince, and a 

ſoving young Prince! an Uncle do'ſt thou call me? by 
ain}. "Cupid 1 am a Father to thee; get thee in, get thee in 
14” Girl, I hear him coming. And do you hear Neice! I 
* gꝑive you leave, ö Exit Creſſida. 
in do deny a little, 'twill be decent: but take Heed of Obſti- 
e a- gnacy, that's a Vice; no Obſtinacy, my dear Neice. 
þ Enter Troilus. 
ack . © Troil. Now Pandarus. 
Puand. Now, my ſweet Prince! have you ſeen my 
nd, Neice? no, I know you have not. 
TDyoil. No Pandarus; I ſtalk about your Doors 
my Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Stygian Banks, 
ing Staying for Waftage: O be thou my Charon, 
And give me a ſwift Tranſportance to Ehyſium, 
eſ- And fly with me to Creſida. 
Pand. Walk here a Moment more: I'll bring her ſtrait. 
en- Tyojl, I fear ſhe will not come: moſt ſure ſhe will not. 
ot Pand. How not come, and I her Unckle! why I tell 
10t you Prince, ſhe twitters at you, Ah poor ſweet Rogue, 
nd ab little Rogue, now does ſhe think, and think, and 
Dy think again of what muſt be betwixt you two. Oh (weet, 
(o oh ſweet — O —— what not come, and I her Uakle? 
© Troil. Still thou flatter ſt me; but pr'ythee flatter ſtill ; 
for I wou'd hope; I wou'd not wake out of my pleaſin 
r'd Dream: oh Hope how ſweet thou art! but to hope al- 
ſin ways, and have no Effect of what we hope! 
Peand. Oh faint Heart, faint Heart! well there's much 
— good Matter in theſe old Proverbs! No, ſhe'll not come 
be I é warrant her; ſhe has no Blood of mine in her, not fo 
much as will fill a Flea: But if ſhe does not come, and 
come, and come with a Swing into your Arms, I ſay no 
4 more, but ſhe has renounc'd all Grace, and there's an End, 
Fayooil. 1 will believe thee: go then, but be ſure. 
5 Pand. No, you wou'd not have me go; you are indif- 
ferent: ſhall 1 go, ſay you? ſpeak the Word then 
vet I care not: you may ſtand in your own Light; and 
boſe a ſweet young Lady's Heart: well, I ſhall not go then 
nw | 3 
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Troil. Fly, fly, thou tortur'ſt me. 

Pand. Do l fo, do I fo! do I torture you indeed! well, 
I will go. | 

Troil Bur yet thou do'ſt not go. 

Pa d. I go immediately, directly, in a twinkling, with 
a Though”, yet you think a Man never does enough for 
you: I have been labouring in your Buſineſs like any 
Moyle. I was with Prince Paris this Morning, to make 
your Excuſe a: Night for not ſupping at Court: and I 
found him. Faith how do you think I found him; it 
does my Heart good to think how I found him: yet 
you think a Man never does enough for you. 

Troil. Will you go then, what's this to Creſſida? 

Pand, Why you will not hear a Man; what's this to 
Creſſida? W+y I found him abed? abed with Helena, by my 
Troth: 'Tis a ſweet Queen, a ſweet Queen; a very ſweet 
Queen. but ſhe's nothing to my Couſin Creſſida; ſhe's a 
Flowſe, a Gipſie, a Tawney- moor to my Couſin Creſſida: 
And ſhe lay with one white Arm und-rr.eath the Whor- 
ſon's Neck: Oh ſuch a white, Lilly-white, round, plump 
Arm it was —— and you muſt know it was ſtript up to 

'th' Elbows: and ſhe did fo kiſs him, and fo huggle him: 
as who ſhould ſay | 

Troil. But ſtill thou ſtay'ſt: What's this to Cr-/ida ? 

Pand. Why I made your Excuſe to your Brother Paris; 
that I think's to Creſſida; but ſuch an Arm, ſuch a Hand, 

ſuch taper Fingers! tother Hand was under the Bed- 
cloaths, that I ſaw not, I confeſs, that Hand I ſaw not. 

Troil. Again thou tortur'ſt me, | 

Pand. Nay I was tortur'd too; old as I am, I was tor- 
tur'd too: but for all that, I cou'd make a Shift, to make 
him. to make your Excuſe, to make your Father 
by Fove when I think of that Hand, I am ſo raviſſi d, 
that I know what I ſay: was tortur'd too. | 

| [Troilus turus away diſcontented, 
Well, I go, I go: I fetch her, I bring her, I conduct 
her: not come quoth a, and I her Unkle! [Exit Pan, 
Tyoil. 'm giddy; Expectation whirls me round: 
Th* imaginary Reliſh is ſo ſweet, 
That it enchants my Senſe; what will it be 


When 
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When I ſhall taſte that Nectar? 

It muſt be either Death, or Joy too fine 

For the Capacity of humane Powers. 

I fear it much: and I do fear beſide, 

That I ſhall loſe Diſtinction in my Joss: 

As does a Battle, when they charge on cieaps 
A flying Enemy, 


Re-ender Pandarus. 

Pand. She's making her ready: ſhe“ come ſtrait, you 
muſt be wi'ty now; ſhe does fo blub an fetches her 
Breath ſo ſhort, as i! ſhe were frighted with a Spright: 
tis the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her Breath ſo ſhort, 
as cwere a new ta'en Sparrow. 

Troil. Juft ſuch a Paſſion does heave up my Breaſt ! 
My Heart beats thicker than a teaveriſh Pulſe: 
I know nor where I am, nor what ] do: 
Juſt like a Slave at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Myjeſty: — Lead on, I'll follow. 

[ Exeunt together 


SCENE III. The Camp. 


Neſtor, Ulyſles. 
UN. 1 have conceiv'd an Embryo in my Brain: 
Be you my Time to bring it to ſome Shape. 
Neſt, What is' t. Ulyſſes ? 
Ulyſſ. The ſeeded Pride, 
That has to this Maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 
Or ſhedding, breed a Nurſery of like Ill, 
To overtop vs all. 
Neſt. That's my Opinion. 
Ulyſ. This Challenge which Zzeas brings from Hector, 
However it be ſpread in general Terms, 
Relates in Purpoſe only to Achilles. 
And will it wake him to the Anſwer, think you? 
Neſt. It ought to do: whom can we elſe oppoſe, 
Who cou'd from Hector bring his Honour off, . 
If not Achilles? tbe Succeſs of this, 
Although particular, will give an Omen 
Of Good or Bad, ev'a to the general Cauſe, 


5 
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U. Pardon me, Neſtor, if I contradi& you: 

Therefore tis fit Achilles meet not Hefor. 

Let us like Merchants ſhow our coarſeſt Wares, 

And think perchance they1-ell: but if they do not, 

The Luſtre of our better yet unſhown 

Will ſnowy the better; let us not conſent 

Our greateſt Warrior ſhou'd be match'd with He#oy. 

For both our Honour and our Shame in this 


Shall be attended with ſtrange Followers. Mi} 
Neft. I ſee em not with my old Eyes; what are they * i | 


UA. What Glory our Achilles gains from Hector. | i 
Were he not proud, we all ſhould ſhare with him: 0 
But he already is too inſolent: * 


And we had better parch in Africk Sun, 
Than in his Pride, ſhou'd he *tcape Hector fair. 
Put grant he ſhou'd be foil'd, 
Why then our common Reputation ſuffers 
In that of our beſt Man: No, make a Lottery; 
And by Device let blockiſh 4jax draw 
The Chance to fight with Hector: among our ſelves 
Give him Allowance as the braver Man ; | 
For that will phyſick the great Myrmidon, 
Who ſwells with loud Applauſe; and make him tall 
His Creſt, if brainleſs Ajax come ſafe off, | 
If not, we yet preſerve a fair Opinion, 
That we have better Men. 

Neſt. Now I begin to reliſh thy Advice: 
Come let us go to Agamemnon ſtrait, 


T'inform him of our Project. 1 
Ul;zſ. Tis not ripe. "i 
The skillful Surgeon will not launce a Sore, | N 


Till Nature has digeſted and prepar'd 54 
The growing Humours to his healing Purpoſe, 1 
Elſe muſt he often grieve the Patient's Senſe bo 

When one Incifion once well-tim'd wou'd ſerve: 1 
Are not Achilles and dull Ajax Friends? 1 
Neſt. As much as Fools can be. 1 A 
Ulyſſ. That Knot of Friendſnip firſt muſt be unty'd, Þ 
Ere we can reach our Ends; for while they love each o⸗ 
Both hating us, will draw too ſtrong a Byaſs, [ther, 
And 
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And all the Camp will lean that Way they draw: 
4 1 or brutal Courage is the Soldier's Ido]: : 
So, if one prove contemptuous, back d by t'other, 
er will give the Law to cool and ſober Senſe, . 
And place the Power of War in Mad- men's Hands. 
Neſt. Now I conceive you; were they once divided, 
And one of them made ours, that one would check 
The other's tow'ring Growth: and keep both low, 
As Inſtruments, and not as Lords of War. 
And this muſt be by ſecret Coals of Envy, 
Blown in their Breaſt: Compariſons of Worth; 
Steat Actions weigh'd of each: and each the beſt, 
As we ſhall give him Voice. | 
 Uly. Here comes Therſites, 


y ? 


1 Enter Therſites. 
1 "Who feeds on Ajax: yet loves him not, becauſe he can- 
But as a Species, differing from Mankind, [ not love. 


Hates all he ſees; and rails at all he knows; 

But hates them moſt, from whom he moſt receives, 
Diſdaining that his Lot ſhou'd be ſo low, 

That he ſhou'd want the Kindneſs which he takes, 


Therſ. Hang you both, 

Nejt. How, hang us bot!!! | 
' Ther/. But hang thee firſt, thou very reverend Fool! 
Thou ſapleſs Oak, that liv'ſt by wanting Thought. 
And now in thy three hundredth Year repin'ſt 

Thou ſhould'ſt be fell'd: Hanging's a Civil Death, 
he Death of Men: thou can'ſt not hang: thy Trunk 
Is only fit for Gallows to hang others. | 

| Neſt, A fine Greeting. 
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Thou haſt forgot thy Uſe ſome Hundred Years. 9 
Thou Stumpot Man, thou worn- out Broom: thou Lumber, | 
Neft. Vil hear no more of him, his Poyſon works; 
What, curſe me for my Age! _ 
D Hold, you miſtake him, Neſtor; tis his Cuſtom : 5 
What Malice is there in a mirthful Scene! Cai 
Tis but a keen-edg'd Sword, ſpread o'er with Balm, 
— To heal the Wound it makes: 
Ther/. Thou beg'ſt a Curſe! 
May'ft thou quit Scores then, and be hang'd on Neſtor, 
ö Who hangs on thee: thou lead'ſt him by the Noſe: 
Ke” Thou play'ſt him like a Puppet: ſpeak'ſt wirhin him; 
And when thou haſt contriv'd ſome dark Deſign 
To loſe a thouſand Greeks, make Dogs-meat of us, 
Tho u lay'ſt thy Cuckow's Egg within his Neſt: 
And mak'ſi him batch it: teacheſt his Remembrance 
To lye; and ſay, the like of it was practis'd 
Two Hundred Years ago; thou bring'ſt the Brain, 
And he brings only Beard to vouch thy Plots. 
Neſt. 'm no Man's Fool. | 
Ther/. Then be thy own, that's worſe: 
Neft. Hel] rail all Day. 
Ulyſ. Then we ſhall learn all Day. 
Who forms the Body to a graceful Carriage, 
Muſt imitate our aukward Motions firſt; 
The ſame Preſcription does the wiſe Therſites 
Apply to mend our Minds. The ſame he uſes 
To Ajax, to Achilles; to the reſt; —_— 
His Satyrs are the Phyſick of the Camp, _[Hemlock: $ 
Therſ. Wou'd they were Poyſon to't, Rats-bane and 
Nothing elſe can mend you; and thoſe two brawny Fools. 
Ulyſ. He hits em right: => 
Are tkey not ſuch, my Neſtor ? 
| Therſ. Dolt-heads, Aſſes, 
And Beafts of Burthen; Ajax and Achilles 
HII be Pillars, no, the Porters of the War. 
Hard- headed Rogues! Engines, meer wooden Engines, 
Puſſd on to do your Work. | 
Neſt. They are indeed. | i 
Therſ. But what a Rogue art thou 8 ak. 
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| To ſay they are indeed: Heav'n made 'em Horſes, _ 
Aud thou put'ſt on their Harneſs: rid'ſt and ſpur'ſt em: 
 Uſyrp't upon Heav'n's Fools, and mak'ſt em thine. 

| Neff. No: they are headſtrong Fools, to be corrected 
Bj none but by Therſites: thou alone "3 

bt tame and train em to their proper Uſe; 

And doing this may'ſt claim a juſt Reward 

m Greece, and Royal Agamemnon's Hands. = 
. herſ. Ay, when you necd a Man, you talk of giving; 
*For Wit's a dear Commodity among you: 

"Bat when you do not want him, then ſtale Porridge, 
ſtarvd Dog wou'd not lap; and furrow Water, 

Is)! the Wine we taſte; give Drabs and Pimps: 
have no Gifts with Hooks at End of em. 

Ny. Is this a Man, O Neſtor, to be bought! 

| 's not Price enough! bid the World for him. 

And ſhall this Man, this Hermes, this Apollo, 

lagg of Ajax Table, aimoſt Minſti el, 

with his Preſence grace a brainleſs Feaſt ? 

"Why they con Senſe trom him, grow Wits by Rote, 
yet, by ill reperting, libel him; 
ing his Wit their Nonter.ſe: nay they ſcorn him; 
him bought Railer, mercenary Tongue! 

him for Sport at Meals, and kick him off. 
der/ Yes they can kick; my Buttocks feel they can: 
They have their Aſſ's tricks: but Vil eat Pebbles, 

TY Larve; tis brave co ſtarve, tis Ike a Soldier; 

Before Pl] feed thoſe Wir-ſt:rv'd Rogues with Senſe. 


:s ſhall eat ory, and choak for want of Wit, 


they be moiſtcn'd with one Drop of mine. 
and Achilles, two Mud- walls of Fool, 

"That only differ in Degrees of Thickneſs. | 
% 14 be reveng d of both: when Wine fumes high, 
em to prate, to boaſt their brutal Strengch, 

I vye their ſtupid Courage, till they quarrel, 

play at Hard- head with their empty Skulls. 


erſ. Yes; they ſhall butt and kick; and al the while 


Ibink they kick for me: they fhall tell Timber 
M poth Sides; and then Log-wood will be cheap. 
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Therſ. Pox of A gamemmnon ; * F 
Cannot I do a Miſchief for my ſelf te 
But he muſt thank me for't! le 


_ UlyJ.to Neſtor. Away; dur Work is done. Exeumt Ulyſſ. Neſt, 4 

Therſ. This Agamemnon is a King of Clouts: 5 5 

A Chip in Porridge. « 
Enter Ajax. 


Ajax. Therſites ! 

Therſ, Set up to frighten Daws from Cherry-trees. 
Ajax. Dog! 

Therſ. A Standard to march under! 138 
Ajax, Thou Bitch-Wolt! can'ſt thou not hear! feel then 
[Strikes him 
Ther|. The Plague of Greece, and Helen's Pox light on £30 
Thou mongrel Maſtiff; thou Beef-witted Lord. 1 
Ajax. Speak then, thou mouldy Leaven of the Cam 2 
Speak, or I'll beat thee into Handſomneſs. 2 
Ther, 1 ſhall ſooner rail thee into Wit: thou can'ſ rick, 8 
can't thou! A red Murrain on thy Jades Tricks! 15 
Ajax. Tell me the Proclamation. : 
Therſ. Thou art proclaim'd a Fool, I think. 5 
Ajax, You whorſon Cur, take that. Nay him. 2 
Ther/. Thou ſcurvy valiant Aſs, 25 
Ajax. Thou Slave. "mh 
_ Therſ. Thou Lord! J, do, — me 
Buttocks were Iron for thy Sake. N 
Enter Achilles, and Patroclus. „ 
Acbil Why how now Ajax ! wherefore do you this? N 775 
How now Therſites, what's the Matter, Man! 1 
Therſ. 1 ſay this Ajax wears his Wit in's Belly, and hu, 


Guts 1 in s Brains. 1 


Therſ. I wou'd b_s Peace; but the Fool will not. 
Pat. But what's the Quarrel? = 
Ajax, I bad him tell me the Proclamation, and he rail * * 
upon me. -"_ 
T)hperſ. I ſerve thee not. 2 
Jax, I ſhall cut out your Tongue 22 
The Tis ao matter; 1 8 as much Senſe as > 
thou 
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thou afterwards: I'll ſee you hang'd ere I come any more 
to your Tent: I'll keep where there's Wit ſtirring, and 
leave the Faction of Fools [ Going, 
Acbil. Nay, thou ſhalt not go Therſites, till we have 
= ſqueez'd the Venom out of thee: pr'ythee inform us of 
this Proclamation. | 
* Therſ. Why you pe Fuz-balls, your Heads are full 
is amations. 
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Z#tougheſt of the Greeks; and tis in Diſpute which of your 

two Heads is the ſoundeſt Timber. 8 

ick, A knotty Peice of Work he'l] have betwixt your Noddles. 
Achil. If Hector be to fight with any Greek, 

He knows his Man. Sth 

Ajax. Yes; he may know his Man, without Art 

Magick. | 

27 Therſ. So he had Need: for to my certain Knowlcdge, 

neither of you two are Conjurers to inform him. 

= Achil, to Ajax. You do not mean your ſelf, ſure. 
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7 Therſ. Thou mean'ſt ſo always. 

Acbil. Umh! mean nothing 
erſ. [aſede.] Fove, if it be thy Will, let theſe two Fools 
| his quarrel about nothing: *cis a Cauſe that's worthy of em. 
7 -<4ax. You faid he knew his Man: is there but one? 


* 


One Man amongſt the Greeks ! 


Achil. Since you will have it, 
But one to fight with Hector. 

Ajax. Then I am he. 
3 Achil, Weak Ajax. 
Ajax. Weak Achilles, 
3 Therſ. Weak indeed: God help you both! 
ſe 3: Patro. Come, this muſt be no Quarrel, 


Ther /. 
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fight as we do for a Cuckold's Queen. 
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Therſ. Where's no Cauſe fort. ; gi 
Patro. He tells you true; you are both equal} 

Therſ. Fools. | 

Achil. I can brook no Compariſons, 

Ajax. Nor I. 

Achil Well Ajax. | 

Ajax. Well Achilles, 4. 

Therſ. So now they quarrel in Monoſyllables: A Word 
and a Blow, an't be thy Will. . 

Achil. You my hear more. 

Ajax. I wou'd. 

ö Achil. Expect. N To 5 
Ajax. Fare wel. Exeunt ſeverally, 0 
Therſ. Curſe on them, they want Wine: your true Fool 7 

will neyer fight without it, Or a Drab, a Drab: Oh for 

a commoedious Drab betwixt em! wou'd Helen had been 

here! then it had come to ſomething. 0 

Dogs, Lyons, Bulls, for Females tear and gore: 
And the Beaſt Man, is valiant for his Whore. BEE 
[Exit Therſites. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
Enter Therſites. 


Ther. gf ALL the Idiot Ajax uſe me thus! he beat? 

me, and I rail at him: O worthy Satisfaction! 
wou'd I cou'd but beat him, and he raid at me! Then there's 
Achilles, a rare Engineer: if Troy be not taken till theſe 
two undermine it, the Walls will ſtand till they fall of 77 
themſclyes: Now the Plague on the whole Camp, or ra- th 
ther the Pox: for that's a Curſe. dependent on thoſe that 


What ho, my Lord Achilles. 
Enter Patioclus. _ 
Patro, Who's there, Therſaes! Good|Therſites come i 
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* The, [afide.] It I cou'd have remembred an Aſs with 

Sr Trappings, thou had'ſt not lipp'd cut of mv Con- 
" gemplation. Bur 'is no Vatter: thy ſelf upon thy ſelf: 

15 com non Curſe of Ma kind, Folly and Ignorance be 
dine in great abundance: Heavens bleſs thee from a Tu- 

I tor ; and Diſcipline come not ncar t'ee: 

have ſud my Prayers; and the Devil Envy ſay Amen. 
Where ; Achilles! 

rd 144d Enter Achilles. 

9 Achil Who's there, Therſite, !] why my Dizeſtion, why 
Haft thou not ſerv'd thy felt ro my Table, ſo many Meals! 
owe hegin, what's Agamemnon ? 

124% Therſ. Thy Commander, Achilles: then tell me Parro- 
Wor «bs, what's Achilles: 
2 Pavro, Thy benefactor, Iherſites; then tell me pr'ythee 
ſor bete thy ſelf? 

= Therſ. Thy Knower, Patroclus; then tell me, Parroclus, 
hat art thou? 
Patro. Thou way'ſt tell that know'ſt. 
Achil. O, tell, tell. This muſt be very fooliſh : and „ 
che to have my Spleen tickled. 
herſ. I'll dec ine the whole Queſtion. Agamemnon 
22 @mmands Achilles: Achilles is my Bene factor: I am Pa- 

ocluss Knower: and Patroclus is a Fool, 

7 Parro, You Raſcal! 
> Achil, He's a priviledg'd Man; proceed Therſuves. Hi! 
A hs ha! pr'ythee proceed while I am in the Veuuot laugh- 


e And all theſe for eſaid Men are Fools - Lame 


eat 28's a Fool to offer to command Achilles: Achilies 1s a 
on! pol to be commanded by him; I am a Fol to lerve_ 
de 5 a Fool, and Patroclus is a Fool poſitive. 

eſe 


Patro. Why am I a Fool? 
I of © © Ther. Make that Demand to Heaven, it 1 me 
74 thou art one, 
that | . Ha. ha, ha! O give me Ribs of Steel, or 1 ſhall 
Wit with Pleaſure: now play me Ne//orat a Night Alarm: 
1 q $ imick him rarely, make him cough and ſp t, and umble 
1 With his Gorget, and ſhake the Kivets with his palſy 
e in ih ad, in and out, in and out, gad that' beser fooliſn. 
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ſuch another Time. 


Patro. Neſtor ſhall not *ſcape ſo, he has told us whit © op 
we are; come what's Neſtor ? _ 
Therſ. Why he's an old wooden Top, ſet up by Father 
Time three Hundred Years ago, that hums to Agamem. Þ 
non and Ulyſſes, and ſleeps to all the World beſides. | 
Achil. So let him ſleep, for I'll no more of him: O my F 
Patroclus, I but force a Smile, Ajax has drawn the Lot, 0; 
and all the Praiſe of Hector muſt be his. it 
Therſ, I hope to ſee his Praiſe upon his Shoulders, i ina 


| Blows and Bruiſes, his Arms, Thighs, and Body all ful 


of Fame; ſuch Fame as he gave me; and a wide Holeat "J? 
laſt full in his Boſom, to let in Day upon him, and diſ. will 
cover the Inſide of a Fool. kno 
Patro. How he ſtruts in Expectation of Honour! he * 
knows not what he does. 
Therſ. Nay that's no Wonder, for he never did. 11 
Achil. Pr'ythee ſay how he behaves himſelf? Th 
Therſ, O you would be learning to practiſe, againſt that 
Why he toſſes up his Head as he * ick 
had built Caſtles i'th' Air; and he treads upward to em, 
ſtalks into th' Element, he ſuryeys himſelt, as twere to Pa 
look for Ajax: he wou'd be er 70, for he has loſt him. 4 
ſelf, nay he knows no Body; I ſlid, id, Good Morrow Ajax, mes 
and he replied Thanks Agamemnon. 
Achil. Thou ſhalt be my Ambaſſador to him, Therſites, "Fa 
Therſ. No, I'll put on his Perſon, let Patroclus make "Mt 


his Demands to me, and you ſhall ſee the Pageant of 4- ie 
Jax. Pa 


Achil. To him Patroclus, tell him 1 humbly defire the . 
Valiant Ajax to invite the Noble Hector to my Tent: 
and to procure ſafe Conduct for him from our Captain ei 


General Agamemnon. nour 
Patro. Fove bleſs the mighty Ajax! \ Prouc 
Therſ. Humh! Nu. 
Patro, 1 come from the great Achille. f x 


Ther. Ha! | 

Patro. Who moſt humbly defires you to invite Haar 107 3 
to his Tent. and 

Terſ. Humb! 

Patro, And to pocure him ſafe Conduct from Agamen 
non. N _ 
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2% Thr). Agamemnon ? 
Patro. Ay, my Lord. 
er Werſ. Ha! 


„. Patro. What ſay you to't? ; 
© *Therſ. Farewel with all my Heart. 
Dy Patro. Your Anſwer Sir! 


_Therſ. If to-morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a-Clock 
ill go one Way or tother, however he ſhall buy me 
i: fare you well with all my Heart. 
chil. Why but he is not in this Tune, is he? 
*Therſ. No, but he's thus out of Tune; what Muſick 
diſ. Wil be in him when Hector has knock'd out his Brains, I 
'know not, nor I care not: but if Emptineſs makes Noiſe, 
he his Head will make Melody. 
* Wchil. My Mind is troubl'd like a Fountain ſtirr'd: 
Aua 1 my ſelf ſee not the Bottom on't. 
Therſ. Wou'd the Fountain of his Mind were clear; 
ink that he might ſee an Aſs in't. [ aſide.] I had rather be a 
s he Tiek in a Sheep, than ſuch a valiant Ignorance. 
em, Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Diomedes, and Menelaus. 
e to Patro. Look who comes here. 
nim. Achil. Patroclus, I'll ſpeak with no Body; come in after 
{jax, meh Therſites. [Exeunt Achilles, Therſites. 
gam. Where's Achilles? | 
ſites,” Patro. Within, but ill diſpos'd, my Lord. 
nake Men. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent. 
f 4- Aam. Let it be known to him that we are here. 
*Patro. I ſhall ſay ſo to him. Exit Patroclus. ? 
e the "Dior. I know he is not ſick. 
Cent: Pax. Yes, Lyon-fick, ſick of a proud Heart, you may 
ptain call it Melancholy if you'll humour him: but on my Ho- 
nour *cis no more than Pride: and why ſhou'd he be 


— 


7 
o 2 


en. Here comes Patroclus; but no Achilles with him. 
E | Enter Patroclus. 0 
o. Achilles bids me tell you, he is ſorry 
Her y thing more than your Sport and Pleaſure 
oove you to this Viſit: he's not well, 
oegs you wou'd excuſe him, as unfit 

amen · N reſent Buſineſs. ; 

Ther|. . 
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Agam. :Jow! how's this, Patroclus? 
We are 100 well acquainted with theſe Anſwers, 
Th: uz h Fe has much Deſert, yet all his Virtues 
No in our Eyes begin to loſe their Gloſs. 
We came o ipeak with him; you ſhall not err, 
If you 1&1, we 1hnk him over-proud 
Avd under-honeſt Tell him this; and add, 
Th-r 1f he over-101d his Price ſo much, | 
Weil none of him: but let him like an Engine 
Non portable, lye lagg of all the Camp. 
A ſt rring Dwarf is of more Uſe to us 
Than is a {leeping Giant: t Il him fo, 
Parro. I ſhall; and bring his Anſwer preſently. 9 
Agam. Vil not be fatisfy'd but by himſelf. 15 5. 
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So t h nim. Menelaus. [ Exeunt Menelaus, and Patroclus, 
Ajax. What's he more than another? "7 
Asam. No more than what he thinks himſelf. an 
Ajax. Is he ſo much! do you not think he thinks him- 

ſelf a better Man than me? (7: + 


Diom. No doubt he does. 
Ajax. Do you think ſo? 5 
Agam. No, noble Ajax; you are as ſtrong, as valiant! 


but much more courteous. 2 A 
Ajax. Why ſhou'd a Man be proud? Iknow not whit 


Pride is: I hate a proud Man, as I hate the ingendring o e 


* 


Toads. . wp. 
g Dom. (ae 'Tis ſtrange he ſhould; and love himſel Pet 
o well. Bi 


Re-enter Menelauss 

Men. Achilles will not to the Field to-morrow, 

Agam. What's bis Excuſe? 

Men. Why he relies on none 
But his own Will; poſſeſt he is with Vanity: 
What ſhou'd I ſay? he is ſo plaguy proud 
That the Death Tokens of it are upon him; 
And bode there's no Recovery. 

Enter Ulyſſes, and Neſtor. 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him. 

U. O Agamemuon, let it not be ſo. 
Well conſecrate the Steps that Ajax makes; 
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When they go from Achilles: ſhall that proud Man 

f Se worſhip'd by a greater than himſelf, 

One whom we hold our Idol; 
ball Ajax go to him? No, Fove forbid, 
8 And ſay in Thunder, go to him, Achilles. 

5 Neſt. [afide.] O, this is well; he rubbs him where it 
1 x at ches. 
Ajax. If I go to him with my Gauntlet clench'd, 
Il Paſh him o'er the Face, | 
X gar, O no, you ſhall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, III cure his Pride: 
2 paltry inſolent Fellows ! 
3 Neſt. How he deſcribes bimſelf! ? 
"4h Y [afid?.] The Crow chides Blackneſs.— here is 2 
Man, but tis before his Face, and therefore I am ſilent. 
Neſt. Wherefore are you? He is not envious as Achilles is. 
bk Uly}. Know all the World he is as valiant. 
im. 6 8 ax. A whorſon Dog that ſhall palter thus with us! 
Pou'd a were a Trojan. | 
47 U Ih Thank Heav'n my Lord, you're of a gentle Nature, 
PFraiſe him that got you, her that brought you forth; 
hut he who taught you firſt the Uſe of Arms, 
het Mars divide Eternity in two, 
Ind give him half, I will not praiſe your Wiſdom, 
pg o Fun ſhall do't; but Pardon Father Neſtor, 
Pere you as green as Ajax, and your Brain 
imſel Temper'd like his, you never ſhou'd excel him; 
yt be as Ajax 15. 
8 7 6 Shall I call you Father? 
Y U. Ay, my good Son. 
1 . There is no ſtaying 5 the Hart Achilles 
bee Thicket; pleaſe it our great General, 
F thall impart a Counſel, which obſery'd 
3 cure the Madman's Pride. 
b” Ham. In my own Tentour Talk will be more private; 
Wn, But nothing without Ajax: 
4 tis the Soul and Subſtance of my Counſels, 
i An 1 am but his Shadow. 
= 3 Lou ſhall ſee 
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J am not like Achilles. 
Let us confer; and l' give Counſel too. ¶ Exeunt omne. 


SG E NE I. 


Enter Pandarus, Troilus, and Creſſida. 
Pand. Come, come, what need you bluſh? Shame's a 


Baby; ſwear the Oaths now to her, that you ſwore to 


me: what, are you gone again? you muſt be watch'd ere 
ou are made teme, muſt you? why don't you ſpeak to 
her firſt! Come draw this Curtain, and let's ſee your 
Picture: alas-a-day, how loth you are to offend Day- 
light! — (they kiſs.) That's well, that's well, nay you 
mall fight 17 7 Hearts out ere J part you. — ſo ſo 
ſo ſo | 
Troil You have bereft me of all Words, fair Creſda. 
Pand. Words pay no Debts: give her Deeds: — what, 
Billing again! here's in Witneſs whereof the Parties in- 
rerchangeably come in, come in, you loſe time 


both. 
Trcil. O Crefſida, how often have I wiſh'd me here? 


Creſ. Wiſh'd, my Lord! the Gods grant! O my 


Lord, m— 
Troil, What ſhou'd they grant? what makes this pretty 
Interrupticn in thy Words? 
Creſ. 1 ſpeak I know not what! 
Troil, Speak ever fo; and if 1 anſwer you 
I know not what! it ſhews the more of Love. 
Love is a Child that talks in broken Language, 
Yet then he ſpeaks moſt plain. 
Creſ. ] find it true, that to be wiſe and love 
Are inconſiſtent things, | 2 
Pand. What, Blufhing ſtill, have you not done talking 
* | 
Creſ. Well Unckle, what Folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 


| Pan. I thank you for that: if my Lord get a Boy of 


you, you'll give him me. Be true to my Lord, it he 
finch Ill be hang'd for him (Now am I in my 


Kingdom!) i 55 ſaſide. 
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Troil. You know your Pledges now, your Unkle's 
Word and my firm Faith, | 
Pand. Nay I'll give my Word for her too: our Kindred 
are conſtant: they are Burrs I can aſſure you, they'll ſtick 
where they are thrown. | 
Creſſ. Boldneſs comes to me now, and I can ſpeak: 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you long. 
Troil. Why was my Creſſida then ſo hard to win? 
Creſſ. Hard to ſeem won; but I was won, my Lord, 
What have I blabb'd? who will be true to us, 
When we are ſo unfaithful to our ſelves ! 
O bid me hold my Tongue; for in this Rapture 
Sure I ſhall ſpeak what I ſhou'd ſoon repent. 
But ſtop my Mouth. 
Troil. A ſweet Command; and willingly obey'd. Kiſſes. 
Pand. Pretty Yfaith! | | 
Creſſ. My Lord, I do beſeech you pardon me, 
*Twas not my Purpoſe thus to beg a Kils. 
I am :ſham'd: O Heavens, what have I done! 
For this Time let me take my Leave, my Lord, 
Pand. Leave! and you take Leave tillto- morrowy morn- 
ing, call me Cut. | : 
Creſſ. Pray let me go, 
Troil. Why what offends you, Madam? 
Creſſ. My own Company. 
Foil. You cannot ſhun your ſelf. 
Creſſ. Let me go and try: 
I have a Kind of Self reſides in you. 
Troil. Oh that 1 thought Truth cou'd be m a Woman! 


= (As if it can, I will preſume in you) 


That my Integrity and Faith might meet 
The fame Return from her who has my Heaft, 
How ſhou'd I be exalted! but alas 


lam more plain than dull Simplicity! 
And artleſs, as the Infancy of Truth. 


Creſſ. In that 1 muſt not yield to you, my Lord. 
Vol. All conſtant Lovers ſhall, in future Apes, 


| $ | Approve their Truth by Troilus: when their Verſe 
Pants Stiles, as Turtles co their Mates : 
Q true as flowing Tides are to the Moon; 
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Earth to the Center: Iron to Adamant: 
At laſt when Truth is tir'd with Repetition; 
As true as Poilus ſhall crown up the Verſe, 
And ſanctify the Numbers. 
Creſſ. Prophet may you be! 
If J am falſe, or ſwerve from Truth of Love, 
When Time is old, and has forgot it ſelf, 
In all Things elſe, let it remember me; 
And after all Compariſons of Falſhood 
To ſtab the Heart of Perjury in Maids; 
Let it be ſaid, as falſe as Creſſida. 
Pand. Go to, little ones: a Bargain made: here I hold 
your Rand, and here my Couſin's: if ever you prove falſe 


to one another, after IJ have taken ſuch Pains to bring 


you together; let all pitiful Goers-between, be called to 
the World's End after my Name, Pandars. 

Creſſ. And will you pro miſe that the holy Prieſt 
Shall make us one for ever | 

Pand. Prieſts! marry hang em! they make you one! 
go in, go in, and make your ſelves one without a Prieſt: 
I']l have no Prieſt's Work in my Houſe. | 

Creſſ. Vl not conſent, unleſs you ſwear, 

Pand. Ay, do, do, ſwear; a pretty Woman's worth an 
Oath at any time. Keep or break, as time ſhall try; but 
"tis good to ſwear, for the ſaving of her Credit: Hang 
'em ſweet Rogues, they never expect a Man ſhou'd keep 
it, Let him but ſwear, and that's all they care for. 

Troil, Heavens proſper me, as I devoutly ſwear, 

Never to be but yours. 

Pand. Whereupon I will lead you into a Chamber: and 
ſuppoſe there be a Bed in't; as I fack, I know not: but 
you'll forgive me, if there be: away, away, you naughty 
Hildings: get you together, get you together. Ah you 

Wags, do you lear indeed at one an other! do the Neyes 
twinkle at him! get you together, get you together, 
| 1 Leads them out. 
Enter at one Door Æneas with a Torch, at another 
| Hector, and Diomede with Torches, 
Hecta So ho; who goes there? Area,! 
En. Prince Hector! b 


* 


m4 ry AY — — — pad A 


*%. AJ ay jou 


Oo” | 


FROlLUs aud CRESSIDA. 


Dio. Good- mor row Lord Æneas. 
Hect. A valiant Greek, Zneas; take his Hand; 
Witneſs the Proceſs of your Speech within; 
You told how Diomede a whole Week by Days 
Did haunt you in the Field, 

En. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all Buſineſs of the gentle Truce; 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black Defiance- 
As Heart can think, or Courage execute. 

Dicm. Both one and t'other Diomede embraces. 

Our Bloods are now in calm; and ſo, long Health; 
But when Contention, and Occaſion meets, 
By Fove Vl play the Hunter for thy Life. 

En. And thou ſhalt hunt a Lyon that will fly 
With his Face backward: welcome Diomede, 
Welcome to Troy: now by Anchiſes Soul, 

No Man alive can love in ſuch a Sort 
The Thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Diom. We know each other well, 

En. We do; and long to know each other worſe, 
To Hect.] My Lord, the King has fent for me in Haſt: : 
Know. you the Reaſon ? | 

Hedi. Yes: his Purpoſe meets you. 

It was to bring this Greek to Calchas's Houſe, 
Where Pandarus his Brother, and his Daughter 
Fair Creſſida reſide : and there to render 

For our An thenor, now redeem'd from Priſon, 
The Lady Creſſida. = 

Kn. What! Has the King reſoly'd to gratify 
That Traytor Calchas; who forſook his Country, 
And turn'd to them, by giving up this Pledge? 

Hef. The bitter Diſpoſition of the time 
Is ſuch, though Calchas, as a Fugitive 
Deſerve it not, that we muſt free Anthenor, 

On whoſe wiſe Counſels we can moſt rely: 
And therefore Creſida muſt be return'd. 
nu. A Word my Lord (Your Pardon Diomede) 
Your Brother Troilus, to my certain Knowledge, 
Does lodge this Night in Pandarus's Houſe, 
Hed, Go you before: tell him of our Approach; 
D 3 fs Wiich 
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Which vill J fear be much 
Unwelcome to him, 
An. | sflure you, | 
Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Creſſala from Troy. | 
Het. I know it well: and how he is, beſide, 
Of haſty Blood: 
Zn, He will not hear me ſpeak: 
But I have noted long betwixt you two 
A more than Brother's Love: an awful Homage 
The fiery Youth pays to your elder Virtue. 
Hef. Leaveit to me; I'll manage him alone: | 
Attend you Dirmede. My Lord good-morrow : [To Diom. 
An urgent Buſineſs takes me from the Pleaſure 
Your Company affords me; but AEneas 
With Joy will undertake to ſerve you here, 
And to ſupply my Room 
nu. to Diom. My Lord, I wait you. ¶ Exeunt ſeverally 
Diemede with Mneasz Hector at another Door. 
Enter Panda us: a Servant: Muſick. | 
Pand. Softly, Villain, fofilyz I would not for half Troy 
the Lovers ſhould be difturb'd under my Roof; liſten 
Rogue, liſten, do they breathe? 

Serv, Yes, Sir, I hear by ſome certain Signs, they are 
both awaken, 

Pand. That's as it ſhou'd be: that's well a both Sides: 

| [Liftens.] 
Yes faith they are both al.ve: —— there was a Creak ! 
there was a Creak! they are both. alive, ard alive like; 
there was a Creak! a ha Boys! Is the Muſick ready ? 

Serv. Shall they ſtrike up, Sir! | SY 

Pand, Art thou ſure they do not know the Parties! 

Serv. They. play to the Man in the Moon for ought 
they know, 

Fand. To the Man in the Moon, ah Rogue! do they fo 
indeed Rogue! I underſtand thee: thou art a Wag; thou 
art a Wag. Come towze rowze! in the Name of Love, 

ſtri keup Boys! „„ 
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Muſick, and then Song: during which Pandarus liſtens. | 


Song As Life be a Bleſſing, 


or worth the poſſeſſing, 
Can Life be a Bleſſing, if Love were away? 

Ah no ! though our Love all Night keep us waking, 
And though he torment us with Cares ail the Day, 
Yet he ſweetens, he ſweetens our Pains ia the taking, 
There's an Hour at the laſt, there's an Hour to repay. 


. 


In every poſſeſſiag. 

The raviſhing Bleſfiag, 

In every poſſeſſing the Fruit of our Pain, 

Poor Lovers forget long Ages of Anguiſh, | 
What#er they have ſuffer d and dme to oblain; 
*Tis a Pleaſure, a Pleaſure to ſigh and to languiſh, 
When we bope, when we hope to be happy again. 


aud. Pat up, and vaniſh; they are coming out; what 


2 Ferrup, will you play when the Dance is done? I ſay 


vaniſh. [Exit Muſick, 
[ Peeping,] Good i'faith; good i'faith! what, Hand in 
Hand! a fair Quarrel, well ended! do, do, welk 
him, walk him; a good Girl, a diſcrect Girl: I fee ſhe} 
make the moſt of bim. 
Eknter Troilus and Creſſids. | 
Troil, Farewel, my Lite! leave me, and back to Bed: 
Sleep ſeal thoſe pretty Eyes; 
And tye thy Senſes in as ſoft a Band, 
As Intants void of Thought, 
Pand. ſhewing himſelf. How now, how now, how go 


Matters! hear you Maid, hear you; where's my Coulin 


Cregida :? | 
Creſ. Go hang your ſelf, you naughy mocking Uncle: 
You bring me to do ill, and then you jeer me! . 
Pand. What Ill have I brought you to do? ſay What! 
you dare now! My Lord, have I brought her to To Ill? 
5 D4.::.. 3 Creſ. 
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Creſ. Come, come, beſhrew your Heart; you'llneither 
be good your ſelf, nor ſuffer others. 

Fand. Alas poor Wench; alas poor Devil; has not ſlept 
to-night? wou'd a'not (a naughty Man) let it ſleep one 
twinkle! Ah Bugbear take him! 
| Knock wit hin.] Creſ. Who's that at Door: good Unkle 

go and ſee: | Rk: 
My Lord, come you again into my Chamber! 
You ſmile and mock as if I meant naughtily ! 
Troll, Indeed, indeed! 

Creſ. Come y are deceiv'd; I think of no ſuch thing: 

Knock again.] How earneſtly they knock? pray come in: 
I wou'd not for all Troy, you were ſeen here. 


[Exeunt Troilus and Creſſida. 


Pand, Who's there! what's the Matter ! 
Will you beat down the Houſe there! 
| Enter Hector. | 

Hef, Good-morrow my Lord Pandarus: good morrow ! 

Pand. Who's there, Prince Hector! what News with 
you ſo early? | 

Het. Is not my Brother Teoilus here? 

Pand, Here! what ſhou'd he do here? | 

Hect. Come, he is here my Lord, do not deny him: 
It does import him much to ſpeak with me. 

Pand, Is he here, fay you? tis more than I know, I'II 
be ſworn! For my own Part I came in late! 
what ſhou'd he do here? | 

Hect. Come, come, you do him Wrong ere y'are a- 
ware; you'll be ſo true to him, that you'll be falſe to 
him: you ſhall not know he's here; but yet go fetch 
him hither : go. [Exit Pandarus, 

Enter Troilus. 
I bring, you Brother, moſt unwelcome News; 
But ſince of Force you are to hear it told, 
I thought a Friend and Brother beſt might tell it: 
Therefore, before I ſpeak, arm well your Mind, 
And think y'are to be touc'd ey'n to the Quick; 
That ſo, prepar'd for Ill, you may be leſs 


* 


Surpriz d to hear the worſt. 1 
Troil. See Hector, what it is to be your Brother, 
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I ſtand prepar'd already. 

Hect. Come, you are hot, 

I know you Troilus, you are hot and fiery : 
You kindle at a Wrong and catch it quick 
As Stubble does the Flame. | 

Troll. *Tis Heat of Blood, : 
And Raſhneſs of my Youth; I'll mend that Error: 
Begin, and try my Temper. 

Hef, Can you think | 
Of that one thing which moſt cou'd urge your Anger, 
Drive you to Madneſs, plunge you in Deſpair, 

And make you hate ev'n me? | 

Troil. There can be nothing. 

I love you, Brother, with that awful. Love 

I bear to Heav'n, and to ſuperior Virtue, 

And when I quit this Love, you muſt be that 

Which Hector ne er can be. Ts 
Heck. Remember well 


What you have ſaid: for when I claim your Promiſe, 


I ſhall expect Performance. 
Troil. I am taught: 
I will not rage. 
Hect. Nor grieve beyond a Man. 
Tyoil. I wo' not be a Woman. 
Hect. Do not, Brother: 
And J will tell my News, in Terms fo mild, 
So tender, and ſo fearful to offend, 
As Mothers uſe to ſooth their froward Babes; 
Nay I will ſwear as you have ſworn to me, 
That if ſome Guſt of Paſſion ſwell your Soul 
To Words intemperate, I will bear with you? 
Troil. What wou'd this Pomp of Preparation mean? 
Come you to bring me News of Priam's Death, 
Or Hecuba's ? | 
Hef. The Gods forbid I ſhou'd : | 
But what I bring is nearer you, more cloſe, 
An Ill more yours. 
Troil. There is but one that can be. 
Hed, Perhaps 'tis that. 
 Tyoil, I'll nor ſuſpe&t my Fate 
So far, I know I ſtand poſſeſt of that; 
3 | 
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Hed, Tis well: conſider at whoſe Houſe I find you. 

Tyoil. Ha! | 

Hect. Does it ſtart you! I muſt wake you more: 
Anthenor is exchang d. 

Troil, For whom? 

Het, Imagine. 

Troil. It comes like Thunder grumbling in a Cloud, 
Be fore the dreadful Break: if here it fall, 

The ſubtil Flame will lick up all my Blood, 
And in a Moment turn my Heart to Aſhes. 

Hef. That Creſida for Anthenor is exchang'd, 
Becauſe I knew twas harſh, I wou'd not rel ; 
Not all at once; but by Degrees and Glimpſes 
Tlet it in, left it might ruſh upon you, 
And quite o'erpower your Soul: In this I think 
I ſhow'd a Friend: your Part muft follow next: 
Which is, to curb your Choler, tame your Grief, 
And bear it like a Man, | 

Troil. I think I do, 
That I yet live to hear you: but no more: 
Hope for no more: for ſhou'd ſome Goddeſs offer 
To give her ſelf and all her Heaven in Change, 
I wcu'd not part with Creſſida: ſo return 


This Anſwer as my laſt, 


Hef, Twill not be taken: 
Nor will I bear ſuch News. 

Troil. You bore me worſe, | 

Hect. Worſe for your ſelf; not for the general State, 
And all our common Safety, which depends 
On freed Anthenor's Wifdom. _ 

Troil, You wou'd ſay 
That I'm the Man mark'd out to be unhappy ; 
And wade the publick Sacrifice for Foy. 
Het I wou'd ſay fo indeed: for can you find 
A Fate more glorious than to be that Victim? 
It parting from a Miſtreſs can procure 
A Nation's Happineſs, ſhow me that Prince 
Who dares to truſt his future Fame ſo far 
To ſtand the Shock of Annals, blotted thus, 
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Troil. O, ſhe's my Life, my Being, and my Soul! 
Heck. Suppoſe ſhe were, which yet I will not grant, 
You ought to give her up. | 
Troil. For whom? 
Hect. The Publick. 
Troil. And what are they? that I ſhou'd give up her, 
To make them happy? let me tell you, Brother, 
The Publick is the Lees of vulgar Slaves: 
Slaves, with the Minds of Slaves: ſo born, ſo bred. 
Yec ſuch as theſe united in a Herd, | 
Are call'd the Publick: Millions of ſuch Cyphers 
Make up the publick Sum: an _ Life 
Is worth a World of Crows: are Princes made 
For ſuch as theſe, who, were one Soul extracted 
From all their Beings, cou'd not raiſe a Man? 
Hef, And what are we, but for ſuch Men as theſe? 
"Tis Adoration, ſome ſay, makes a God: 
And who ſhou'd pay it, where wou'd be their Altars, 
Were no inferiour Creatures here on Earth? 
Ev'n thoſe who ſerve, have their Expectances; 
Degrees of Happineſs, which they muſt ſhare, 
Or they'll refuſe to ſerve us. 
Troil. Let em have it. | 
Let 'em eat, drink and ſſeep; the only Uſe 
They have of Life. | 
Hed. You take all theſe away, 
Unleſs you give up Creſſida. 
Troil. Forkears 
Let Paris give up Helen: ſhe's the Cauſe, 
And Root of all this Miſchief, 
Hef. Your own Suffrage 
Condemns you there: you voted for her Stay; 
Troil. If one muſt ſtay, the other ſha'not go. 
Heck. She ſha' not? ü 
Troil. Once again, I ſay ſhe ſhall not. 
Hed. Our Father has decreed it otherwiſe, 
Troil. No Matter. | 
He#. How ! no Matter, Troilias? 
A King, and Father's Will! 
Troil. When tis unjuſt. 
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Hef, Come, ſhe ſhall go. 
Troil. She ſhall? then J am dar'd. 
Hef. If nothing elſe will do. 
Troil. Anſwer me firſt; 
And then I'll anſwer that: be. ſure I will; 
Whoſe Hand ſeal'd this Exchange? 
Hect. My Father's firſt; 
Then all the CounciPs after. 
Troil. Was yours there? 
Hed, Mine was there too. 
Troil. Then you're no more my Friend: 
And for your Sake, now mark me what I ſay, 
She ſhall not go. 
Hed. Go to, you are a Boy. | 
Troil. A Boy! I'm glad I am not ſuch a Man, 
Not ſuch as thou; a Traytor to thy Brother: 
Nay more, thy Friend: but Friend's a ſacred Name, 
Which none but brave and honeſt Men ſhou'd wear; 
In thee tis vile; *tis proſtitute: *tis Air; 
And thus I puff it from me. 
Hect. Well, young Man, 
Since I'm no Friend (and oh that e er I was 
To one ſo far unworthy) bring her out, 
Or by our Father's Soul, of which no Part 
Did &er deſcend to thee, I'll force her hence. 
Troil. T laugh at thee. 
Hect. Thou dar' not. 
Tyoil. I dare more, | 
If urg'd beyond my Temper: prove my daring, 
And ſee which of us has the larger Share 
Of our great Father's Soul, | 
Hed, No more, thou know'ſt me. 
Troil. 1 do; and know my ſelf. 
Hect. All this ye Gods, | 
And for the Daugher of a Fugitive, 
A Traytor to his Country ! 
| Boll Tis too much. 5 
Hef. By Heaven too little; for I think her common. 
Troil. How, Common! | 
tec, Common as the tainted Shambles, 
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Or as the Duſt we tread. 
I. By Heaven, as chaſte as thy Audromache. 
Hector lays his Hand on Troilus's Arm, 
and Troilus does the ſame to him. 
Hef}, What! nam'ſt thou them together! 
Troll. No; I do not: 
Fair Creſſida is firſt: as chaſte as ſhe, 
But much more fair, 
Hect. O Patience, Patience, Heaven! 
Thou tempt'ſt me ſtrangely: ſhou'd I kill thee now, 
I know not if the Gods can be offended, 
Or think I flew a Brother; but be gone, 
Be gone, or I ſhall ſhake thee into Atoms: 
Thou know'ſt I can. 
Troil. I care not if you cou'd. 

Hed. [walking off. ]I thank the Gods for calling to my Mind 
My Promiſe, that no Words of thine ſhou'd urge me, 
Beyond the Bounds of Reaſon: But in thee 
*T'was brutal Baſeneſs, ſo forewarn'd to fall 
Beneath the Name of Man: to ſpurn my Kindneſs; 
And when I offer'd thee (thou know'ſt how lota!) 

The wholſome bitter Cup of friendly Counſel! 
To daſh it in my Face: farivel, farewel, 
Ungrateful as thou art: hereafter uſe 
The Name of Brother; but of Friend no more. 
Going out. 
Treil. Wilt thou not break yet, Heart? ſtay Brother, ſtay. 
I promis d too, but I have broke my Vow, 
And you keep yours too well. 
Hef. What would'ſt thou more? 
Take Heed, young Man, how you. too far provoke me! 


For Heaven can witneſs tis with much Conſtraint 


That I preſerye my Faith. 
_ Tyoil. Elſe you wou'd kill me? 
Hed. By all the Gods | wou'd, 
Troil. m ſatisfy d. 


You have condemn'd me, and I' do't my ſelf; 


What's Life to him, who has no uſe of Life? 

A barren Purchaſe, held upon hard Terms! 

For I have loſt (oh what have I not loſt!) . 
. 3 Fr | The 
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The faireſt, deareft, kindeſt of her Sex, 
And loſt her cv'n by him by him ye Gods, 
Who on'y cou'd, and only ſhould prote& me! 
And if I had a Joy beyond that Love, 
A Friend, have loſt him too! 
Hect. Speak that again: 
(For I cou'd hear it cver: ) ſaid'ſt thou not, 
That if thou hadſt a Joy beyond that Love, 
It was a Frierd ? O faidſt thou not a Friend! 
That doubting if was kind: then thou'rt divided; 
And I have ſtill ſome Part. | 
Troil, If ſtil] you have, 
You do not care to have it, 
_ Hef#, How, not care! 
Troil. No, Brother, care not. 
Hef, Am | but thy Brother! Fo 
T7011, You told me ] muſt call you Friend no more, 4 
Hef, How far my Words were diſtant from my Heart! | 
Know when I told thee ſo, I lov'd thee mot, * | 
Alas! it is the Uſe of human Frailty, | 
To fly to worſt Extremities with thoſe | | 
To whom we moſt are kind. | 
Foil. Is't poſſible! 
Then you are ſtill my Friend! 
Heck. Heaven knows I am! 
Troil, And can forgive the Sallies of my Paſſion ? - 
For I have been to blame: oh much to blame: 
Have ſaid ſuch Words, nay done ſuch Actions too, 
(Baſe as I am) that ny aw'd, conſcious Soul | 
Sinks in my Breaſt, nor dare I lift an Eye 
On him I have offended. | 
Hed, Peace be to thee, | 
And Calmneſs ever there, I blame thee not: 
I know thou lov'ſt; and what can Love not do! 
T c:{t the wild diſordery Account 
Of all thy Words and Deeds on that mad Paſſion ; 
I pity thee, indeed I pity thee, 
Troil, Do; for I need it: let me lean my Head 
Upon thy Boſom; all my Peace dwells there; 
Thou art ſome God, or much much more tkan Man! 
„„ 
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Hef. Alas! to loſe the Joys of all thy Youth, 
One who deſery'd thy Love! 

Troil. Did ſhe deſerve? 

Hed. She did. | x 

oil. Then {ure ſhe was no common Creature, 

Heck. J ſaid it in my Rage, I thought not ſo. 

Troil. That Thought has bleſs'd me! but to loſe this Love 


After long Pains, and after ſhort Poſſeſſion. 


Hef, I fee: it for thee: Let me go to Priam, 
I'll break this Treaty off; or let me fight; 
I' be thy Champion; and ſecure both her, 


And thee, and Troy. 


Troil. It muſt not be, my Brother! 
For then your Error would be more than mine: 
Pi} bring her forth, and you ſhall bear her hence; 
That you have pity'd me is my Reward, 

Heck. Go then; and the good Gods reſtore her to thee; 
And with her all the Quiet of thy Mind; F 
The Triumph of this Kindneſs be thy o- wn; | &: 

And Heaven and Earth this Teſtimony yield, 

That Friendſhip never gain'd a nobler Field. 

7 


A [Exeunt ſeverallye 


©  GE==SI GY — "Yo = 


} 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Pandarus, and Creſſida meeting. 


a | S't poſſivle! no ſooner got but loft! 1 [ 


The Devil take Anthenor: the young Prince will 
go mad: = 


A Plague upon Anthenoy ! wou'd they had broke's Neck. 


Creſ. How now! what's the Matter! who was here! 
Pand. Oh, oh! 


Creſ. Why figh you ſo! O where's my Troilus? tell me 


[born ! 
Pand, Pr'ythee get thee in, wou'd thou hadſt never been 


I knew thou wou dſt be his Death; oh poor Gentleman! 


A 
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A Plague upon Anthenor ! | 5 
Creſ. Good Unkle, I beſeech you on my Knees, tell 
me what's the Matter? 
Pand. Thou muſt be gone, Girl; thou muſt be gone, 


to the fugitive Rogue Prieſt thy Father, (and he's my 
Brother too, but that's all one at this time:) a Pox upon 


Anthenor. 
Creſ. O ye immortal Gods, I will not go. 
Pand. Thou muſt, thou muſt. | 
Creſ. 1 will not: I have quite forgot my Father; 
I have no touch of Birth; no Spark of Nature: 
No Kin, no Blood, no Life; nothing ſo near me 
As my dear Troilus? 
Enter Troilus. 
Pand. Here, here, here he comes ſweet Duck! 
Creſ. O Troilus, Troilus! [They both weep over each other, 
ſhe running into his Arms. 
Pand. What a Pair of Spectacles is here! let me em- 
brace too: Oh Heart, [ {gs} (as the Saying is) O Heart, 
heavy Heart, why ſigb'ſt thou without breaking (where 
he anſwers again) Becauſe thou can'ſt not eaſe thy Smart, 
by Friendſhip nor by Speaking; there was never a truer 


Rhime;. let us caſt away nothing; for we may live to 


have Need of ſuch a Verſe: we ſee it, we ſee it, how 
now Lambs? 
Troil. Creſfida, 1 love thee with ſo ſtrange a Purity, 
That the bleſt Gods, angry with my Devotions, 
More bright in Zeal, than that I pay their Altars, 
Will take thee from my Sight. 
Creſ. Have the Gods Envy? 
Fand. Ay, ay, ay, tis too plain a Caſe! 
Creſ. And is it true that I muft go from Troy ? 
Troil. A hateful Truth. 
Creſ. What, and from Troilys too? 
Troil. From Trey and Troilus: and ſuddenly, 
So ſuddenly. tis counted but by Minutes. 
Creſ. What, not an Hour allow'd for taking Leave? 
Troil. Ev'n that's bereft us tco: our envious Fates 
Juſtle betwixt, and part the dear Adieu's 
Of meeting Lips, claſp'd Hands, and lock d Embraces. 
VV ZEneas 
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Eneas within. 
My Lord, is the Lady ready yet? 
Troil. Hark, you are call'd: ſome ſay the Genius fo 
Cryes come, to him who inſtantly muſt dye. 
 Pand. Where are my Tears! ſome Rain to lay this Wind: 
Or my Heart will be blown up by the Roots! 
Troil, Hear me my Love! be thou but true like me. 
3 Creſ. I true! how now, what wicked Thought is this? 
Troil, Nay, we muſt uſe Expoſtulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us: 
II ſpoke not, be thou true, as fearing thee; 
2 But be thou true, I ſaid, to introduce 
My following Proteſtation: be thou true, 
And J will ſee thee, | 
Creſ. You'll be expos'd to Dangers. 
'Z Troll. I care not: but be true. 
Creſ. Be true again? 
Tjuroil. Hear why I ſpeak it, Love. | 
The Grecian Youths are full of Grecian Arts: 
Alas a kind of holy Jealouſie, 
= Which I beſeech you call a virtuous Sin, 
Makes me afraid how far you may be tempted. 
= Creſ, O Heavens, you love me not! 
3 Troll, Dye I a Villain then! 
In this I do not call your Faith in Queſtion, 
But my own Merit. ; 
Creſ. Fear not; I'll be true. | | 
Troil. Then Fate thy worſt: for I will ſee thee, Love: 
Not all the Grecian Hoſt ſhall keep me out, 
Nor Troy, though wall'd with Fire, ſhou'd hold me in. 
I 1 Eneas within. 1 85 
My Lord, my Lord Tyoilus: 1 muſt call you. 
= Pand. A Miſchief call him: nothing but Screech-owls? 
do, do, call again; you had beſt part em now in the 
Sweetneſs of their Love! I'll be hang'd if this Ænueas be 
the Son of Venus, for all his Bragging. Honeſt Venus was 
a Punk: wou'd ſhe have parted Lovers? no he has not a 
Drop of Venus Blood in him: honeſt Venus was a Punk. 
Troil.to Pand.Pr'ythee go out; and gain one Minute more. 
Pand. Marry and I will: follow you your Buſineſs; loſe 
; O. 
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no time, *tis very precious; go, Bill again: T1! tel} the 3 


Rogue his own, I warrant him. Exit Pandarue, **? 
Creſ. What have we gain d by this one Minute more? 
Troil. Only to wiſh another, and another, 9 


A longer ſtruggling with the Pangs of Death. 

Creſ. O thoſe who do not know what Parting is, 
Can never learn to dye! 

Troil, When I but think this Sight may be our laſt, 
If Fove cou'd ſet me in the Place of Atlas, | 2 
And lay the Weight of Heay'n and Gods upon me, 1 
He cou'd not preſs me more. 72 

Creſ. Oh let me go, that I may know my Grief; 
Grief is but gueſs'd, while thou art ftanding by: 

But I too ſoon ſhall know what Abſence is. = 

Troil, Why tis to be no more: another Name for Death., 
* Tis the Sun parting from the frozen North; - 
And I, methinks, ſtand on ſome Icy Cliff, * 
To watch the laſt low Circles that he makes; 

Till he fink down from Heav'n! O only Creſſila, 
If thou depart from me, I cannot live: 

I have not Sou] enough to laſt for Grief, 

But thou ſhalt hear what Grief has done with me. 

Creſ. If I could live to hear it, I were falſe, 

But as a careful Traveller, who fearing. 
Aſſaults of Robbers, leaves his Wealth behind, 
I truſt my Heart with thee: and to the Greeks 
Bear but an empty Casket, 

Troil, Then, I will live; that I may keep that Treaſure: 
And arm'd with this Aſſurance, let thee go 
Looſe, yet ſecure as is the gentle Hawk 
When whiſtled off ſhe mounts into the Wind: 

Cur Love's like Mountains high aboye the Clouds, 
Though Winds and Tempeſts beat their aged Feet, 
Their peaceful Heads, nor Storm, nor Thunder know, 
But ſcorn the threatning Rack that rowls below. 

| Exeunt Ambo. 
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Achilles and Patroclus, ſtanding in their Tent, 


4 Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Neſtor and Ajax, 
2 paſſing over the Stage. 


05% Achilles ſtands in th' Entrance of his Tent: 

Pi eaſe it our General to paſs ſtrangely by him, 

As if he were forgot, and Princes all | 

Look on him with neglectful Eyes and Scorn: 

Pride muſt be cur'd by Pride, 
Azam. We'll execute your Purpoſe, and put on 

A Form of Strangeneſs as we paſs along; 

So do each Prince, either ſalute him not, 

Or elſe diſdainfuliy, which will ſhake him more 

Than it not look'd on: 1 will lead the Way, 

Achil. What, comes the General to ſpeak with me! 

You know my Mind; Til fight no more with Troy. 
am. What ſays Achilles, wou'd he ought with us? 
Neſt, Wou'd you, my Lord, ought with the General! 
Achil. No. 
Neſt. Nothing my Lord. 
Agam. The better. 
Menel. How do you, how do you! 


Achil, What, does the Cuckold ſcorn me! 3 
Ajax. How now Patroclus ! 4 
Achil, Good-morrow Ajax. N 
Ajax. Ha! \ 


Achil. Good-morrow, 
Ajax. Ay; and good next Day too, 
By [ Exennt all but Achilles and Patroclus. 
Achil. What mean theſe Fellows! know they not Achilles? 1 
Patro, They pals by ſtrangely; they were us'd to bow, . 

And ſend their Smiles before em to Achilles, 

To come as humbly, as they us d to creep to holy Altars. 
Achil. Am I poor of late! 

Tis certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out with Fortune, 

Muſt fall out with Men too! what the declin'd is, 

He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 
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But what I know not yet. 


Give with thy Trumpet, a loud Note to Troy, 


Thou blow'ſt for Hector. 
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As feel in his own Fall: for Men like Butterflies, 

Show not their mealy Wings but to the Summer. 
Patro. Tis known you are in Love with Hedor's Siſter, 

And therefore will not fight: and your not fighting 

Draws on you this Contempt: I oft have told you, 

A Woman impudent and manniſh grown 

Is not more loath'd than an effeminate Man 

In time of Action; I'm condemn'd for this: 

They think my little Appetite to War g 

Deads all the Fire in you: but rowſe your ſelf, 

And Love fhall from your Neck unlooſe his Folds; 

Or like a Dew-drop from a Lyon's Mane 

Be ſhaken into Air. 
Achil, Shall Ajax fight with Hector? i 
Pairo. Yes, and perhaps ſhall gain much Honour by him. f } 

7 


Achil. J ſee my Reputation is at Stake. 
Patro. O then beware; thoſe Wounds heal ill that Men 
Have giv'n themſelves, becauſe they give em deepeft. "3 
Achil. I'll do ſomething : | 1 
No more, our Champion. 
Re- enter Ajax, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyſſes, 
Neſtor, Diomede, Trumpet. 
Agam. Here art thou daring Combat, valiant Ajax, 


Thou noble Champion, that the ſounding Air 
May pierce the Ears of the great Challenger, 
And call him hither. 
Ajax, Trumpet, take that Purſe: | 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit the ſounding Braſs; 


[ Trumpet ſounds, and is anſwered from within; 
Enter Hector, Eneas, and other Trojans, 
Agam. Yonder comes the Troop. 
Eneas, coming to the Greeks, 

Health to the Grecian Lords; what fhall be done 
To him that ſhall be vanquiſh'd? or do you purpoſe 
A Victor ſhould be known! will you the Knights, 
Shall to the Edge of all Extremity 
Purſue each other, or ſhall be divided 
By an; dice or Order of the Field; 
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Hector bad ask. 


Agam. Which way wou'd Hector have it? 
An. He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. 
Achil. Tis done like Hector, but ſecurely done; 

A little proudly, and too much deſpifing 

The Knight oppos'd; he might have found his Match, 
An. If not Achilles, Sir, what is your Name! 
Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. | 
En. Therefore Achilles; but, who-e'er, know this; 


Great Hector knows no Pride: weigh him but well, 


And that which looks like Pride, is Courteſie. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's Blood, 
In Love whereof half Hector ſtays at home. 
Achil. A Maiden Battle! I perceiye you then. 
Agam. Go Diome de, and ſtand by valiant Ajax :. 
As you and Lord Æneas ſhall conſent, 


So let the Fight proceed or terminate. 


[The Trumpets ſound on both Sides, while Eneas and 
Diomede take their Places, as Fudges of the Field: 


The Trojans and Grecians rank themſelves on 
either Side. 


Uh They are oppòs d already. 
[ Fight equal at firſi, then Ajax has Hector at Diſ- 


advantage: at laſt Hector cloſes, Ajax falls on 


one Knee, Hector ſtands over him, but ſtrikes not, 
and Ajax riſes. . | 
Aneas, throwing his Gauntlet betwixt them, 

Princes enough, you both have ſhown much Valour. 
Diom. And we, as Jadger of the Field, declare, 
| ceaſe. 7 
Ajax, I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 
En. Then let it be as Hector ſhall determine. 
Hect. If it be left ro me, I will no more. 


Ajax, thou art my Aunt Heſion's Son: 

The Obligation of our Blood forbids us. 

But were thy Mixture Greek and 1r0jan ſo, 

That thou coud'ſt ſay, this Part is Grecian all, 
And this is Trojan, hence thou {hou'dſt not bear 
One Grecian Limb, wherein my pointed Sword 
Had not Impreſſion made; but Heav'n forbid 


That 
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For tis the only way I cou'd diſarm thee. 


Who wou'd be rid of ſuch an Enemy. 


When we have here her Baſe and Pillar by us. 
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That any Drop thou borrow'ſt from my Mother, 
Shou'd e er be drain'd by me: let me embrace thee Couſin; 
By him who thunders, thou haſt finewy Arms, 
Hector wdu'd have em fall upon him thus: [Embrace, 
Thine be the Honour, Ajax 
Ajax, I thank thee Hedor, 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 
came to kill thee Couſin, and to gain 
A great Addition from that glorious Act: 
But thou haſt quite diſarm'd me. 
Hed. J am glad. 


Ajax, If I might in Intreaty find Succeſs, 
I wou'd deſire to ſee thee at my Tent. 

Diom. Tis Agamemnons Wiſh, and great Achilles, 
Both long to ſee the valiant Hector there. 

Hed. Enueas, call my Brother Troilus to me; 
And you two fign this friendly Enterview. - 
[Agamemnon, and the chief of both Sides approach, ee 
Agam. to Hector. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to one, 


To Treil.] My well fam'd Lord of Troy, no Jeſs to you, 
Neft. 1 have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee often = 

Labouring for Deſtiny, make cruel Way 

Through Ranks of Grecian Youth, and I have ſeen thee 

As ſwift as Lightning ſpur thy Brygran Steed, 

And ſeen thee {corning many forfeit Lives, 

When thou haſt hung thy advanc's Sword i'th' Air, 

Not letting it decline, on proſtrate Foes: | 

That I have ſaid to all the Standers-by, 

Loe Foxe is yonder, diſtributing Life. 

Hef, Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
Who hoſt ſo long walkt Hand in Hand with Time: 
Moſt Reverend Neſtor, I am glad to claſp thee. 

U 1 wonder now, how yonder City ſtands, 


Hect. 1 know your Count'nance, Lord Ulyſſes, wel.; 
Ah Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firſt I {ſavy your {elf and Diomede 
In jon, on your Greekiſh Embaſſy. 
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il. Now Hector, I have fed mine Eyes on thee; 
Shove with exact View perus'd thee, Heclor, 
ind quoted Joint by Joint, 
Hect ls this Achille, 
Aschil. Jam Achilles, 
Ft. Stand fair, I pr'ythee let me look on thee, 
Achil. Behold thy Fill, 
Hect. Nay, I have done already. 
Achil. Thou art too brief, I will the ſecond time, 
As I wou'd buy thee, view thee Limb by Limb. 
Hed, O, like a Book of Sport thou read'ſt me o'er; 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand'ſt. 1 
Achil. Tell me ye Heav'ns, in which Part of his Body 0 
shall 1 deſtroy bim? there, or there, or there! 9 
That I may give th' imagin'd Wound a Name, 
And make diftin& the very Breach, whereout 
Hector's great Spirit flew! anſwer me Heavens! 
Het. Wert thou an Oracle to tell me this, 
i'd not believe thee; henceforth guard thee well, 
ll kill thee every where: 
Ve noble Greciazs pardon me this Boaſt, 
His Inſolence draws Folly from my Lips, 


But l'll endeavour Deeds to match theſe Words; 
Elſe may I never 


Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Couſin; FE: 
And you Achilles, let theſe Threats alone: | 
ou may have every Day enough of Heclor, | 
lt you have Stomach: the general State I fear 
Can ſcarce intreat you to perform your Boaſt, 
XZ Hed, I pray you let us ſee you in the Field; 
We have had paltry Wars, fince you refus'd 
The Grecian Cauſe. 
Achil. Do'ſt thou entreat me, Hector 
ho- morrow will I meet thee fierce as Death; 
To-night all Peace. | 
= Hed, Thy Hand upon that Match, 
3 IR 4gam. Firſt, all you Grecian Princes go with me, 
Anc entertain great He#for ; afterwards, 
es his own Leiſure ſhall concur with yours, 
ou may invite him to your ſeveral Tenrs; | | 
hd. Exeunt Agam. Hect. Menel. Neſt, Diom. e 
3 | Toi ” 
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Troil. My Lord Ulyſſes, tell me I beſeech you, 
In what Part of the Field does Calchas lodge! 
Ulyſ. At Menelaus Tent; 
There Diomede does feaſt with him to-night: 
Who neither looks on Heaven or on Earth. 
But gives all Gaze and Bent of amorous View 
On Creſſida alone, 
Troil. Shall I, brave Lord, be bound to you ſo much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's Tent, 
To bring me thither! 
Uly/. 1 ſhall wait on you. 
As freely tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creſſida in Troy? had ſhe no Lovers there 
Who mourn her Abſence ? 
Troil. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhow their Scars, 
Reproof is due, ſhe loy'd and was belov'd: 
That's all I muſt impart. Lead on my Lord. » 
TE [Exeunt Ulyſſes, and Troilus. 
Achil. to Patro. I'Il heat his Blood with Greeki/þ Wine 
to-night, | e | 
Which with my Sword I mean to cool to-morrow. 
Patroclus, let us feaſt him to the Height. 
Enter Therſites. 
Pasro. Here comes Herſites. 
Achil. How now thou Core of Envy, 
Thou cruſty Batch of Nature, what's the News ? 
Therſ. Why thou Picture of what thou ſeem'ſt, thou 
Idol of Ideot Worſhippers, there's a Letter for thee. 
Achil. From whence, Fragment? 
Ther/. Why thou full Diſh of Fool, from Troy. 8. 
Patro. Well ſaid Adverſity! what makes thee ſo keen 
Therſ. Becauſe a Fool's my Whetſtone. [to-day ? 
Patro. Meaning me? Y 
Therſ. Yes, meaning thy no Meaning; pr'ythee be ſilent 
Boy, I profit not by thy Talk: Now the rotten Diſeaſe, fi 
of the South, Gut-gripings, Ruptures, Catarrhs; Loads 
of Gravel in the Back, Lethargies, cold Palſies, and the E 
like, take thee, and take thee again; thou green Sarce- 
net Flap for a ſore Eye, thou Taſſel of a Prodigal's Purſe, 
thou; Ah how the poor World is peſter'd with ſuch Wa- 
ter-flies: ſuch Diminutives of Nature, Achil. v 
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Achil. My dear Patroclus, I am quite prevented 
From my great Purpoſe, bent on Hector's Life: 
Here is a Letter from my Love Poliæena, 


Both taxing, and ingaging me to keep 

An Oath that I have ſworn; and will not break it 

uo fave all Greece: Let Honour go or ſtay, 
There's more Religion in my Love than Fame. 


Exeunt Achilles, and Patroclus. 
Therſ. With too much Blood, and too little Brain, theſe 


two are running mad before the Dog-days. There's A- 
gamemnon too, an honeſt Fellow enough, and loves a 
2 Brimmer heartily ; but he has not ſo much Brains as an 
old Gander. But his Brother Menelaus, there's a Fellow: 
the goodly Trans for mation of Jupiter when he lov'd Eu- 
ropa: the primitive Cuckold: A vile Monkey ty'd eter- 
znally to his Brother's Table. To be a Dog, a Mule, a 
Cat, a Toad, an Owl, a Lizard, a Herring without a 
Roe, I wou'd not care: but to be Menelaus I wou'd 

= conſpire againſt Deſtiny —— Hey Day Mill with a Whiſp, 


and Fack a Lanthorn! | 
Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Diomede, Ulyſſes, 
Troilus, geing with Torches over the Stage. 
Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 


4jax. No, yonder *tis; there where we ſee the Light. 
He, I trouble you. | 


Ajax. Not at all, Couſin: Here comes Achilles himſelf 


Enter Achillea 
Achil. Welcome brave Hedtor, welcome Princes all. 


Agam. So now, brave Prince of Trey, Itake my Leave; 


Men. Good Night my Lord! 


Hiect. Good Night ſweet Lord Menelaus. 
lent BR Therſ, [aſide.] Sweet quoth a! ſweet Sink, ſweet Shore, 
ale, BE ſweet Jakes! © 
oads BY Achil, Neſtor will tay, and you Lord Diomede, 
the Keep Hector Company an Hour or two, 
rce- Diom. I cannot, Sir. I have important Buſineſs, 
urſe, BY Achil. Enter, my Lords, 55 
Wa- 5 | 
chil. Vol V, 5 E . 
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Uly/. to Troil, Follow his Torch: he goes to Calohas's 
| Tent. i 


E xeunt Achil. Hect. Ajax one Way, Diomede 4 
nother; and after him Ulyſſes, and Troilus. 

Ther ſ. This Diomede's a falſe-hearted Rogue, an unjuſt 
Krave: I will no more truſt him when he winks with 
one Eye, than I will a Serpent when he hiſſes. He will 
8: ſpend his Mouth and Promiſe, like Brabbier the Hound: 
81885 but when he performs, Aſtronomers fet it down fora 
Prodigy; though I long to fee Hedfor, I cannot forbear 
dogging him. They ſay he keeps a Trojan Drabb: ane 
uſes Calchas's Tent, that fugitive Prieſt of Troy; that Ca- 
| | nonical Rogue of our Side. I' after him: nothing but 2 
# ij! Whoring in this Age: all incontinent Raſcals! 'F 
ſl! [Exit Therſites, 
L it Enter Calchae, and Creſſida. 

Calch. O, what a Bleſſing is a virtuous Child! 

Thou haſt reclaim'd my Mind, and calm'd my Paſſions 


x 
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# Of Anger and Revenge: my Love to Troy 
Revives within me, and my loſt Tiara | | 
# No more diſiurbs my Mind. 

| Creſ. A virtuous Conqueſt! | 


Calch. 1 have a Woman's Lonying to return, | 
But yet which way, without your Aid, I know not. 
Creſ. Time muſt inſtruct us how, | | "4 ] 
Calch. You muſt diſſemble Love to Diomede, ſtill - 2 
[11 Faiſe Diomede, bred in Ulyſſes School, 
1 C3n never be deceiv'd, 
hut by ftrong Arts and Blandiſhments of Love. 
Put em in Practice all; ſeem loſt and won, 
1 And draw him on. and give him Line again. 
f | This Argus then may cloſe his hemdred Eyes, 
| 


7 > . 5 ths 1 — 
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And leave our Flight more eaſie. 
Creſ. How can 1 anſwer this to Love and Nous? b 
[|| Calch. Why *cis for him you do it; promite largely; 
| That Ring he faw you wear, he much ſuſpects 1 
Was given you by a Lover; let him have it. 
[] Diom. [withiz.} Ho; Calehas, Calchas ! 

| 

: 
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Calch. Hark! 1 hear his Voice. 
Furſue your Project: doubt not the Succeſs, 
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Creſ. Heaven knows againſt my Will: and yet my Hopes 
This Night ro meet my Troilus, while tis Truce, 
Afford my Mind ſome Eaſe. 

Calch. No more: retire. [ Exit Creſſida. 


Enter Diomede; Troilus and Ulyſſes appear liſtening 
at one Door, aud Therfites watching at another. 


Diom. I came to ſee your Daughter, worthy Calchas. 

Calch. My Lord, I'Il call her to you. Exit Calchas, 

Ulyſſ. to Troil. Stand where the Torch may not diſ- 
cover us. 


Enter Creſſida. 


Tyroil. Creſſida comes forth to him ! 
Diom. How now my Charge? 
Creſ. Now my ſweet Guardian: hark a word with you. 


[iiſper, 
Troil. Ay, fo familiar! | 
Diem. Will you remember ? | 
Creſ. Remember? yes. C Madneſs 


Trotl, Heay'ns! what ſhou'd ſhe remember! Plague and 
UV. Prince, you are moy'd: let us depart in Time, 


Leſt your Diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it (elf 
To wrathful Terms: this Place is dangerous; 
The Time unfit: beſeech you let us go. 


Troil. I pray you ſtay ; by Hell, and by Hell Torments 


I will not ſpeak a Word. 


Diom. I'll hear no more: good Night. 
Creſ. Nay, but you part in Anger! 
Troil. Does that grieve thee! O wither'd Truth! 


Diom. Farewel Cozner, 
Creſ. Indeed I am not: pray come back again. 


UH. You ſhake, my Lord, at ſomething: will you go? 


You will break out. 


Troil. By all the Gods I will not. 


There is between my Will and all my Actions, 
A Guard of Patience! ſtay a little while, 


Therſ. I aſide.) How the Devil Luxury with his fat 


Rump, and Potato-finger, tickles theſe together! put him 
off a little, you foolifh Harlot! twill ſharpen him the 
more, | e 
Diom. But will you then? 


E 2 | Cre/. 
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Creſ. J will as ſoon as e er the War's concluded. 

Diom. Give me ſome Token, for the Surety of it: 
The Ring I ſaw you wear, | 

Creſ. [ Giving it.] If you muſt have it. 

Troil, The Ring! nay then tis plain! O Beauty where's 
thy Faith! 

U. You have ſworn Patience. 1 

Ther/. That's well, that's well, the Pledge is given; 
hold her to her Word good Devil, and her Soul's thine J 


warrant thee. 

Diom. Whoſe was't? 

Cre/. By all Diana's waiting Train of Stars, 
And by her ſelf, I will not tell you whoſe. 

Dim. Why then thou lov'ſt him ſtil]: farewel for ever: 
Thou never ſhalt mock Diomede again. 

Creſ. You ſhall not go: one cannot ſpeak a Word, 


But ſtraight it ſtarts you. 


Diom. I do not like this fooling, 
Therſ. Nor I by Pluto: but that which likes not me, 

pleaſes me beſt. 

Diem. I ſhall expect your Promiſe. 7 

Cee I'll perform it. 

Not à Word more, good Night, I hope for ever: 
Thus to deceive Deceivers is no Fraud. [aſede. 

phos ¶Exeunt Diomede and Creſſida jeverally, 

/ Ali's done, my Lord. | | 1 
Troil, Is it? 
, Pray let us go. Y 
Tioil, Was Creſſida here? | 7 
Ulyſ. J cannot conjure, Tro/an. 

Trail. She was not ſure! ſhe was not. 

L. et it not be believ'd for Womanhood : t⸗ 
Think we had Mothers, do not give Advantage P 
To biting Satyr, apt without a Theme, + B 
For Defamation, to ſquare all the Sex | n 
By Creſſid's Rule, rather think this rot Creſſida. I 

hi 


Therſ. Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own Eyes! 
Tol. This ſhe! no, this was Diomede's Creſſida. 


e, 
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F cannot ſpeak for Rage, that Ring was mine, 
By Heaven I pave it, in that Point of Time, 


When both our joys were fulleſt ! 
Let Dogs eat Troilus. 
Therſ. He'll tickle it for his Concupy: this will be Sport 
to ſee! Patroclus will give me any thing for the Intelligence 
of this Whore; aParrot will not do more for an Almond, 
than he will for a commodious Drab: I wou'd I cou'd 
meet with this Rogue Diomede too; I wou'd croak like 

a Raven to him; I wou'd bode: it ſhall go hard but I'll 
find him out. [Exit Therſites. 

on Enter Aueas. | | 
En. I have been ſeeking you this Hour my Lord: 


It he keeps it, 


Hector by this is arming him in Troy. 


Ulyſ. Commend me, gallant Troilus, to your Brother: 
Tell him, I hope he ſhall not need to arm: 
The fair Polixena has, by a Letter, 
Diſarm'd our great Achilles of his Rage. 
Troil. This I ſhall ſay to Hector. 
Ulyſſ. So I hope! 2 | 
Pray Heaven Therſites have inform'd me true [aſide. 
Troil, Good Night, my Lord; accept diſtracted Thanks. 
E | Exit Ulyſſes. 
| Enter Pandarus, 
Pand. Hear ye, my Lord, hear ye; I haye been ſeeing 


von poor Girl. There have been old Doings there i'faith, 


Tyoil. [aſide ] Hold yet, my Spirits; let him pour it in: 
The Poyſon's kind: the more I drink of it, 
The ſooner *twill diſpatch me, 
ZEn. to Pand, Peace you Babbler ! 5 
Pand. She has been mightily made on by the Greeks: ſhe 
takes moſt wonderfully among em: Achilles kiſs'd her, and 
Patroclus kiſs d her: Nay, and old Neſtor put aſide his grey 
Beard, and bruſh'd her with his Whiskers. Then comes 
me Agamemnon with his General's Staff, diving with a 
low Bow e'cn to the Ground, and riſing again, juſt at 
her Lips: And after him came Ulyſſes, and Ajax, and Me- 
nelaus: and they ſo pelted her i faith: pitter patter, pit- 
ter patter, as thick as Hail-ſtones, And after that, a 
| E 3 whole 
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whole Rout of em: Never was Woman in Phrygia bet- 
ter kiſs'd. | 

Troil. [aftde.] Hector ſaid true: I find it now! 

Pand. And laſt of all comes me Diomede ſo demurely : 
that's a notable fly Rogue I warrant him! Mercy upon 
us, how he laid her on upon the Lips! for as I told you, 
ſhe*'s moſt mightily made on among the Greeks, Whar, 
cheer up, I ſay, Man! ſhe has every one's good Word, 


I think in my Conſcience, ſhe was born with a Caul up- 


on her Head. 
Troil. C aſide.) Hell, Death, Confuſion, how he tor- 
tures me! | 
Pand. And that Rogue-Prieſt my Brother, is ſo courted 
and treated for her Sake: the young Sparks do ſo pull 
him about, and haul him by the Caflock : nothing but 
Invitations to his Tent, and his Tent, and his Tent. Nay, 
and one of 'em was ſo bold, as to ask him, if ſhe were a 
Virgin; and with that, the Rogue my Brother takes me 
up a little God in his Hand, anc kiſſes it, and ſwears de- 
voutly that ſhe was; then was I ready to burſt my Sides 
with Laughing, to think what had paſs'd betwixt you two, 
Troil. O I can bear no more! ſhe's Falſhood all: 
Falſe by both Kinds; ior with her Mother's Milk 
She ſuck'd th' Infuſion cf her Father's Soul, 
She only wants an Opportunity, 


Her Soul's a Whore already. 


Pand. What, wou'd you make a Monopoly of 2 Wo- 
man's Lips? alittle Conſolation or ſo, might be allow'd, 
one wou'd think, in a Lover's Abſence! 

Troil, Hence from my Sight: 

Let Ignominy brand thy hated Name: 

Let modeſt Matrons at thy Mention tart; | 

And bluſhing Virgins, 2 7 our Annals, 

Skip o'er the guilty Page that thy Legend, 
And blots he Work. F 1 

Pand. O World, World: thou art an ungrateful Patch 
of Eart!! 

Thus the poor Agent is deſpis' d! he labours pain fully in 
his Calling, and trudges between Parties: but when their 
Turns are ſery'd, come out's to good for him. Iam 
mighty 
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mighy melancholy. Tl &en go home, and ſhut up my 
Doors; and dye o'th* Sullens like an old Bird in a Cage! 


Enter Diomede and Therſites. 
Therſ. [aſide,} There; there he is, now let it work: 
now play thy Part Jealouſy, and twinge em: put cm 
between thy Mill-ſtones, and grind the Rogues together, 
Diom. My Lord, I am by 4jax ſent to inform you, 
This Hour muſt end the Truce. | 
£14. to Troil, Contain your ſelf; 
Think where we are. 
Diom. Your Stay will be unſafe. 
Troil, It may for thoſe I hate. | 
Therf. aſide.] Well ſaid Trojan: there's the firſt Hit. 
Diom Beſeech you Sir make Hafte, my own Affairs 
Call me another Way. . 
Therſ. [aſide.] What Affairs? what Affairs? demand 
that, Dolt-head! the Rogue will loſe a Quarrel for want 
of Wit to ask that Queſtion, 
Troil. May I enquire where your Affairs conduct you? 
Ther ſ. [aſide.] Well ſaid again; I beg thy Pardon, 
Diom. Oh it concerns you not. 
Troil. Perphas it does. 5 | 
Diom. You are too inquiſitive; nor am I bound 
To ſatisfy an Enemy's Requeſt, 


And given you by a Lady. 
Diom. If it were; e 
*T was given to one who can defend her Gift. 1 8 
Ther f. [aſide.] So, ſo; the Boars begin to gruntle ar 
one another: ſet up your Briſtles now A both Sides: 
whet and foam, Rogues. | 
Troil. You muſt reſtore it, Greek, by Heaven you muſt: 
No Spoil of mine ſhall grace a Traytor's Hand: 
And, with it, give me back the broken Vows 
Of my falſe Fair; which, perjur'd as fhe is, 
I never will reſign, but with my Soul. 97 
Diom. Then thou, it feems, art that forfaken Fool, 
Who wanting Merit to preſerve her Heart, 
Repines in vain to ſee it better plac'd; - 
| 4. But 


Exit Pandarut. 


Troil. You have 1 Ring upon your Finger, Diomede, 7 
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But know, (for now I take a Pride to grieve thee) 
Thou art ſo loſt a thing in her Eſteem, 

I never heard thee nam'd, but ſome Scorn follow'd: 
Thou wert our Table-Talk for laughing Meals: 
Thy Name our ſpertful Theme for Evening-walks; 
And intermiſſive Hours of cooler Love: 

When Hand in Hand we went. | 


* 


Troil. Hell and Furies! 

Therſ [aſide ] O well ſtung, Scorpion! 
Now Menelaus his Greek Horns are out o' Doors, there's a 
new Cuckold ſtarts up on the Trojan Side. 

Troil. Yet this was ſhe, ye Gods, that very She, 

Who in my Arms lay melting all the Night; 

Who kile'd and figh'd, and hgh'd and kiſs'd again, 
As if her Soul flew upward to her Lips, 

To meet mine there, and panted at the Paſſage, 
Who loth to find the breaking Day, look'd out, 
Ard ſhrunk into my Boſom, there to make 

A little longer Darkneſs. | 

Dim. Plagues and Tortures! © 

Therſ. Good, good, by Pluto! their FooPs mad to loſs 
his Harlot; and our Fooi's mad, that t'other Fool had her 
firſt: if 1 ſought Peace now, I cou'd tell em there's Punk 
enough to ſatisfy em both; Whore ſufficient! but let em 
worry one another, the fooliſh Curs; they think they 
can never have enough of Carrion. | 

En. My Lords, this Fury is not proper here 

In Time of Truce; if either Side be injur'd, 
To-morrow's Sun will rife apace, and then 
Troil. And then! but why ſhould I defer *cill then? 
My Blood calls now, there is no Truce for Traytors, 
My Vengeance rowls within my Breaſt, it muſt, 
It will have Vent, - [Draws. 
Diom. Hinder us not, ÆEneas, | 
My Blood rides high as his, I truſt thy Honour; 
And know thou art too brave a Foe to break it. 
| | I [ Draws. 
Therſ. Now Moon! now ſhine ſweet Moon! let em 
have juſt Light enough to make their Paſſes: and not 
Light enough to ward em. V 
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u meet, and tumble with thee to Deſtruction. 


As I'll haunt thee, to ſummon thee to this; lid 
Nay, ſhould'ſt thou take the Stygian Lake for Refuge, } 
I' plunge in after, through the boiling Flames, 

Jo puſh thee hiſſing down the vaſt Abyſs. 


upon their Quarrel: who knows but Reſt may cool their 
Brains, and make em riſe maukiſn to Miſchief upon Con- 
2 fideration? May each of em dream he ſees his Cockatrice 
in t'other's Arms: and be ſtabbing one another in their 
Sleep, to remember em of their Buſineſs when they 
wake: let em be punctual to the Point of Honour; and 
if ic were poſſible, let both be firſt at the Place of Exe- 
cution. Let neither of 'em have Cogitation enough, to 
conſider 'tis a Whore they fight for: and let em value 
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En. [Drawing too.] By Heav'n he comes on this, who 1 
ſtrikes the firſt. is 
You both are mad; is this like gallant Men, 1 
To fight at Midnight; at the Murtherer's Hour; 
When only Guilt and Rapine draws a Sword? 
Let Night enjoy her Dues of ſoft Repoſe; 
But let the Sun beho'd the brave Man's Courage. it 
And this I dare engaye for Diomede, 10 
Foe though I am, he ſhall not hide his Head, 1 
But meet you in the very Face of Danger. Il 
Diom. ¶ Putting up.] Be't ſo: and were it on ſome Pre- i 
High as Olympus, and a Sea beneath, . Leipier, M 
when thou dar'ſt, juſt on the ſharpeſt Point ik 


1 


Troil. A gnawing Conſcience haunts not guilty Mea, * 


Diom. Where ſhall we meet? 
Troil, Before the Tent of Calchas: 


9 Thither, through all your Troops, I'll fight my Way; 
And in the Sight of perjur'd Creſſida, 
Give Death to her through thee, 


Diom. Tis largely promis'd. 


hut | diſdain to anſwer with a Boaſt; 
he ſure thou ſhalt be met. 


Troil. And thou be found. j 
[Exennt Troilus and Æneas one Way: Diomede the other. n 
Therſ. Now the Furſes take ZEzeas, for letting 'em ſleep | 
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their Lives at as little as they are worth. And laſtly, let 
no ſucceeding Fools take Warning by em; but, in Imi- 
tation of them, when a Strumpet is in queſtion, 

Let *em beneath their Feet all Reaſon trample, 

And think it great to periſh by Example. [Extt, 
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ACT Y. SCENE L 
Hector, Trojans. Andromache. 
_ Hed. HE blue Mifts riſe from off the nether Grounds, Þ* 
And the Sun mounts apace: To Arms, to Arms; 
T am reſfolv'd to put to th utmoſt Proof 8 
The Fate of Joy this Day. 
Andro. aſide.] Oh wretched Woman, oh! 
Hef, Methought T heard you ſigh, Andromache! 
Andro. Did you, my Lord? | 
Hed. Did you, my Lord? you anſwer indirectly: 
Ju when I faid that I wou'd put our Fate 
pon th' extreameſt Proof, you fetch'd a Groan; 
And, as you check'd your ſelf for what you did, 
You ſtifled it and ſtopt. Come, you are ſad. 
Andro. The Gods forbid. : 
Hef. What ſhould the Gods forbid? * | 
Andro. That I ſhould give you Cauſe of juſt Offence, 
Hed, You ſay well; but you look not chearfully, 
I mean this Day to waſte the Stock of War, 
Ard lay it prodigally out in Blows. 
Come gird my Sword, and ſmile upon me, Loye; 
Like Victory come flying to my Arms, 
And give me Earneſt of defir'd Succeſs. 
Andro. The Gods protect you, and reſtore you to me, 
Hect. What, prown a Coward! Thou wert us'd, Andro. 
To give my Courage Courage: Thou would'ſt cry, [mache, 
Go Hector, Day grows old, and Part of Fame 
Is raviſh'd from thee by thy floathful Stay, 
Andro. [aſide.) What ſhall I do to ſeem the ſame I was! 
Come, let me gud thy Fortune to thy Side, : 
_— | | An 
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And Conqueſt fit as cloſe and ſure as this. ; 
[She goes to gird his Sword, and it falls. 

Now Mercy, Heaven! the Gods avert this Omen. 

Hef, A fooliſh Omen! take it up again, 
And mend thy Error. | 

Andro. I cannot, for my Hand obeys me not; 
But as in Slumbers, when we fain wou'd run 
From our imagin'd Fears, our idle Feet 


Grow to the Ground, our ſtruggling Voicediesinward: . 


So now, when I wou'd force my ſelf to chear you, 
My faltring Tongue can give no glad Preſage; 
Alas, I am no more Andromache. 
Hef, Why then thy former Soul is flown to me: 
For I, methinks, am lifted into Air, Tee 
As if my Mind, maſtring my mortal Part, 
Wou'd bear my exalted Body to the Gods, 
Laſt Night I dreamt Fove fate on 1da's Top, 
And beck'ning with his Hand divine from far, 
He pointed to a Choir of Demi-gods, 


Bacchus and Hercules, and all the reſt, 


Who, free from humane Toils, had gain'd the Pitch 
Of bleſt Eternity : Lo there, he ſaid, | 


L there's a Place for Hector. 


Andro. Be to thy Enemies this boding Dream 
Hef. Why, it portends me Honour and Renown. 
Andro. Such Honour as the Brave gain after Death. 
For I have dreAmt all Night of horrid Slaughters, 
Of 2 Horſes, and of Chariot Wheels 
Wading in Blood up to their Axle- trees; 
Of fiery Demons gliding down the Skies, 
And 1lium brighten'd with a midnight Blaze; 
O therefore, if thou lov' me, go not forth. 
Hect. Go to thy Bed again, and there dream better. 
Ho! bid my Trumpet ſound. 


Andro. No Notes of Sally, forthe Heaven's ſweet ſake, 


Tis not for nothing when my Spirits droop: 
This is a Day when thy ill Stars are ſtrong, 
When they have driv'n thy helpleſs Genius down 


The Steep of Heaven to ſome obſcure Retreat. Ly 


Heñ. No more; ev'n as thou lov'ſt my Fame, no more: 
2 My 
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My Honour ſtands engap'd to meet Achilles: 
What will the Grecians think, or what will he, 
Or what will Trey, or what wilt thou thy ſelf, 
When once this Ague Fit of Fear is Oer, 

If I ſhould loſe my Honour for a Dre m? 

Andro. Your Enemies too well your Courage know, 
And Heaven abhors the Forfeit of raſh Vows, 

Like ſpotted Livers in a Sacrifice. 

I cannot, O I dare not ler you go: 

For when you leave me, my preſaging Mind 
Says, I ſhall never, never ſee you more. 

Hef, Thou excellently good, but oh too ſoft, 
Let me not ſcape the Danger of this Day; 

But I have ſtruggling in my manly Soul 

To ſee thoſe modeſt Tears. aſham'd to fall, 

And witneſs any Part of Woman in thee! | 
And now [ fear, leſt thou ſhould'ſt think it Fear, 
If thus diſſwaded, I refuſe to fight, 

And ſtay inglorious in thy Arms at home. 

Andro. Oh cou'd I have that Thought, I ſhou'd not love 
Thy Soul is Proof to all things but to Kindneſs, [thee; 
And therefore *twas that I forbore to tell thee 
How mad Caſſandra, full of Prophecy, 

Ran round the Streets, and like a Bacchanal 

Cry'd, Hold him Priam, tis an ominous Day, 

Let him not go, for Hector is no more. 

Hect. Our Life is ſhort, but to extend 
To vaſt Eternity, is Virtue's Work: 
Therefore to thee, andnot to Fear of Fate, 

Which once muſt come to all, give I this Day. 
But fee thou move no more the like Requeſt: 

For reſt aſſur'd, that to regain this Hour, 
To-morrow will I tempt a double Danger : 
Mean time, let Deſtiny attend thy Leiſure; 

I reckon this one Day a Blank of Life. 

| | | Enter Troilus. 

Troil. Where are you Brother? now in Honour's Name, 
What do you mean to be thus Jong unarm'd ? 
The imbattel'd Soldiers throng about the Gates; 
The Matrons to the Turrets Tops aſcend, 
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Holding their helpleſs Children in their Arms, 

To make you early known to their young Eyes, 

And Hector is the univerial Shout, 

Hect Bid ali unarm, I will not fight to-day. 

Troil. Employ ſore Coward to bear back this News, 
And ler-the Children hoot him for his Pains. 

By all the Gods, and by my juſt Revenge, 

This Sun ſhall ſhine the laſt for them or us: 

Theſe noiſy Streets, or yonder ecchoing Plains, 

Shall be to-morrow ſilent as the Grave 
Andro. O Brother, do not urge a Brother's Fate, 

But let this Wreck of Heav'n and Earth roul oer, 

And when the Storm is paſt, put out to Sea. 

Troil, O now I know from whence his Change pro- 
Some frantick Augur has obſery'd the Skies; [ceeds; 
Some Victim wants a Heart, or Crow flies wrong: 
By Heav'n *twas never well, ſince ſawcy Prieſts 
Grew to be Maſters of the liſtning Herd, 

And into Miters cleft the Regal Crown. 

Then, as the Earth were ſcanty for their Pow'r, 

They drew the Pomp of Heayen to wait on them. 

Shall I go publiſh, Hector dares not fight, 

Becauſe a Mad-man dreamt he talk'd with Fove? 

What cou'd the God ſee in a brain-fick Prieſt, 

That he ſhould ſooner talk to him than me? 

Hef. You know my Name's not liable to Fear. 

Troil. Yes, to the worſt of Fear, to Superſtition, 
But whether that, or Fondneſs of a Wife, 

(The more unpardonable Ill) has ſeiz'd you, 

Know this, the Grecians think you fear Achilles, 

And that Polixena has beg'd your Life. 5 
Hef, How! that my Life is beg'd, and by my Siſter? 
Troil. Ulyſſes ſo inform'd me at our Parting, 

With a malicious and diſdainful Smile: 


Dis true, he ſaid not in broad Words, you fear'd, 
But in well-manner'd Terms 'twas ſo agreeed, 
Achilles ſhou'd avoid to meet with Hector. 
Hed, He thinks my Siſter's Treaſon my Petition, 
That largely vaunting in my Heat of Blood, 
More than I cou'd, it ſeems, or durſt perform, 
I ſought Evaſion. 9 Troil. 


And widow'd I fill all the Streets with Screams! 
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Troil, And in private pray'd. 
Hed. O yes, Polixena to beg my Life. 
Andro. Re cannot think ſo, do not urge him thus; 
Hect. Not urge me! then thou think ff I need his urg- 
By all the Gods, ſhow'd Fove himſelf deſcend, [ing. 
And tell me, Hector thou deſerv'ſt not Life, | | 
But take it as a Boon; I wou d not live. 
But that a mortal Man, and he of all Men, 
Shou'd think my Life were in his Power to give, 
I will not reſt, till proftrate on the Ground, 
I make him, Atheift like, implore his Breath 
Of me, and not of Heaven, 
Troil, Then you'll refuſe no more to fight? 
Hef. Refuſe! I'll not be hinder'd, Brother. 
I through and through *em, even their hindmoſt Ranks, 
Till I have found that ge- ſiz d boaſting Fool, 
Who dare preſume my Life is in his Gift. 
Andro. Farewel, farewel; *tis vain to ſtrive with Fate! 
Caſſandra's raging God inſpires my Breaft 
With Truths that muſt be told, and not beliey'd. 
Look how he dies! look how his Eyes turn pale! 


Look how his Blood burſts out at many Vents! 


Hark how Trey roars, how Hecuba cries out, 


Behold Diſtraction, Frenzy, and Amazement 
Like Antiques meet, and tumble upon Heaps! 
And all cry Hector, Hector's dead! Oh Hector! Exit. 
Hect. What ſport will be, when we return at Evening, 
To laugh her aut of Count'nance for her Dreams! : 
| Troil, J have not quencE'd my Eyes with dewy Sleep 
this Night; 5 
But fiery Fumes mount upward to my Brains, | 
And when I breathe, methinks my Noſtrils hiſs! 
I ſhall turn Baſilisk! and with my Sight 
Do my Hands Work on Diomede this Day, : 
Hef. To Arms, to Arms! the Vanguards are engag d: 
Let us not leave one Man to guard the Walls; : 
Both Old and Young, the Coward and the Brave 
Be ſummon'd all, our utmoſt Fate to try, 
And as one Body move, whoſe Soul am I, [Exennt. 
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SCENE II. The Camp. 


Alarm within. Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſee, Menelaus, 
Soldiers. 
Agam. Thus far the Promiſe of the Day is fair: 
Eneas rather loſes Ground than gains; 
I ſaw him over-labour'd, taking Breath, 
And leaning on his Spear, behold our Trenches, 
Like a fierce Lion looking up to Toils, 
Which yet he durſt not leap. | 
Ulyſ. And therefore diſtant Death does all the Work: 
The Flights of 2 Darts make brown the Sky, 
Whoſe claſhing Points ſtrike Fire, and gild the Dusk: f 
Thoſe that reach home, from neither Hoſt are vain, 5 
So thick the Preaſe; ſo luſty are their Arms, Þ 
That Death ſeem'd never ſent with better Will; 
Nor was with leſs Concernment entertain'd, 
a Enter Neſtor. 
Agam. Now, Neſtor, what's the News? 
Neſtor. 1 have deſcry'd. 
A Cloud of Duſt that mounts in Pillars upwards, | 
Expanding as it travels to our Camp; | 
And from the Midſt I heard a burſting Shout 1 
That rent the Heav'ns! as if all Troy were ſwarm d, _—_ 
And on the Wing this way. 
Menel, Let em come, let 'em come. | 
Agam. Where's great Achilles? 
Ulyſ. Think not on Achilles, ' 
Till Hector drag him from his Tent to fight, 
(Which ſure he will, for I have laid the Train.) | | 
Neſt. But young Patroclys leads his Myrmidons, 1 
And in their Front, ev'n in the Face of Hecbor, | 
Reſolves to dare the Trojans, 
Agam. Haſte Ulyſſes, bid Ajax iſſue forth and ſecond him. 
Ulyſ. Oh noble General, let it not be ſo. 
Oppoſe not: Rage, while Rage is in its Force, 
But give it way awhile, and let it waſte, 
The riſing Deluge is not ſtopt with Dams, 
Thoſe it o'er-bears, and drowns the Hopes of Harveſt: 


But 
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But wiſely manag'd, its divided Strength 
Is ſluc'd in Channels, and ſecurely drain'd, 
Firſt let {mall Parties dally with their Fury; 


The Reſidue with Mounds may be reſtrain'd, 
And dry-ſhod we may paſs the naked Ford. 
Enter Therſites. 
. Ther/. Ho, ho, ho! 
Menel, Why doſt thou laugh, unſeaſonable Fool! 
Therſ. Why, thou Fool in Seaſon, cannot a Man laugh, 
but thou think'ſt he makes Horns at thee! Thou Prince 
of the Herd, what haſt thou to do with Laughing! Tis 
the Prerogztive of Man to laugh! Thou Rifibility with- 
out Reaſon, thou Subject of Laughter, thou Fool Royal. 
Uly/. But tell us the Occaſion of thy Mirth? | 
Ther/. Nov! a Man asks me, I care not if I anſwer to 
my own Kind: Why, the Enemies are broken into our 
Trenches; Fools like Menelaus fall by Thouſands, yet not 


a human Soul departs on either Side. Troilus and Aj 


have almoſt beaten one anotkers Heads off, but are bot 
immortal for want of Brains. Patroclus has kilbd Sarpe- 
don, and Hector Patroclus; ſo there's a towardly ſpringing 
Fop gone off: He might have made a Prince one Day, 
but now he's nipt in the very Bud and Promiſe of a moſt 
prodigious Coxcomb. | 

Agam, Bear off Patroclus Body to Achilles: 
Revenge will arm him now, and bring us Aid. 


Th' Alarm ſounds near, and Shouts are driv'n upon us, 


As of a Crowd cunfus'd in their Retreat. 
Uly/. Open your Ranks, and make theſe mad Men way, 
Then cloſe again to charge upon their Backs, 
And quite couſume the Relicks of the War. 
[Exeunt all but Therſites. 
Ther What Shoals of Fools one Battle ſweeps away! 


How it purges Families of younger Brothers, Highways 
of Robbers, and Cities of Cuckold-makers! There's no- 


thing like a' pitch'd Battle for theſe brisk Addle-heads! 
Your Phyſician is a pretty Fellow, but his Fees make 


him tedious, he rids not faſt enough; the Fools grow | 
upon him, and their Horſe Bodies are Poy ſon Proof, Your 
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Peftilence. is a quicker Remedy, but it has not the Grace 
to make Diſtinction, it huddles up honeſt Men and Rogues 
together. But your Battle has Diſcretion, it picks out 
all the forward Fools, and ſowſes em together into Im- 
mortality. [Shouts and Alarms within] Plague upon theſe 
Drums and Trumpets! theſe ſharp Sauces of the War to 
get Fools an Appetite to Fighting! What do I among 
em' I ſhall be miſtaken for ſome valiant Aſs, and dye a 
= Martyr in a wrong Religion. 
= [Here Grecians fly over the Stage purſud by Trojans: i 
One Trojan turns back upon Therfites, who is flying too. J 


O Z Troj. Turn Slave, and fight. 0 
„I ber/ LTturning.] What art thou! 1 
l. T1. A Baſtard Son of Friam's. | * 
7 Il Therſ. 1 am a Baſtard too, I love Baſtards. I am Ba- 1 
o ſtard in Body, Baſtard in Mind, Baſtard in Valour, in e- ; 


very thing illegitimate, A Bear will not faſten upon a 
Bear; why ſhould one Baſtard offend another! Let us 
part fair, like true Sons of Whores, and have the Fear of 
our Mothers before our Eyes. | | 
S Troj, The Devil take thee, Coward, [Exit Trojan. 
= Therſ. Now wou'd I were either inviſible or invulne- 
rable: Theſe Gods have a fine time on't; they can ſee and 
make Miſchief, and never feel it. 
© [Clattering of Swerds at both Doors; he runs each Way, 
4 and meets the Noiſe, | by 
A Pox clatter you; I am compaſe'd in! Now wou'd I 
were that Blockhead Ajax for a Minute: Some ſturdy 
Trojan will poach me up with a long Pole! and then the 
Rogues may kill one another upon free Coſt, and ſhave 
no Body left to laugh at em: 8 
Now Deſtruction! now Deſtruction! | 
| Enter Hector and Troilus driving in the Greeks, 
Hect. to Ther, Speak what Part thou fight'ſ on! 
Ther. 1 fight not at all, I am for neither Side. 
Hed, Thou art a Greek, art thou a Match for Hector? 
Art thou of Blood and Honour ? 

Therſ, No, I am a Raſcal, a ſcurvy railing Knave, a 
very filthy Rogue. | TL WE ids 

Hed, I do believe thee; live. 


Ther/. 
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They/. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but the 
Devil break thy Neck for frighting me, [ Aſide, 

Troilus returning. What Priſoner have you there? 

Hed, A Gleaning of the War, a Rogue he ſays. 

Troll, nu yr him and away. [Going to kill him. 

Therſ. Hold, hold; what is't no more but diſpatch a 
Man and away! I am in no ſuch Haſte: I will not dye 
for Greece; I hate Greece, and by my good Will wou'd 
ne'er have been born there; I was miſtaken into that 
Country, and betray'd by my Parents to be born there, 


Ard beſides, I have a mortal Enemy among the Grecians, Þ 


one Diomede, a damned Villain, and cannot dye with a 
ſafe Conſcience till I have firſt murther'd him. 
Troil. Shew me that Diomeds, and thou ſhalt live. 
 _ Ther. Come along with me, and I'll conduct thee to 
Calchas his Tent, where I believe he's now making War 
with the Prieſt's Daughter, 
Het. Here we muſt part, our Deſtinies divide us: 
Brother and Friend, fare wel. 
Troil, When ſhall we meet? 


Heck. When the Gods pleaſe; if not, we once mult part. | 


Look; on yon Hill their ſquander'd Troops unite, 
Troil. If I miſtake not, tis their laſt Reſerve: 
The Storm's blown o'er, and thoſe but after- Drops. 
' Hed, | wiſh our Men be not too far engagd ; 
For few we are and ſpent, as having born 
The Burthen of the Day: But, hap what can, 
They ſhall be charg d: Achilles muſt be there; 
And him I ſeek, or Death. 
Divide our Troops, and take the freſher Half. 
Troil. O Brother! | 
Hef, No Diſpute of Ceremony: 
Theſe are enow for me, in faith enow: 
Their Bodies ſhall not flag while I can lead; 
Nor wearied Limbs confeſs Mortality, 
Pefore thoſe Ants that blacken all yon Hill 


Are crept into their Earth. Farevvel, [Exit Hector. 


Trail. Farewel. Come Groek. | 
 Therſ. Now theſe rival Rogues will clapperclaw one #- 
nother, and I ſhall have the Sport on't, 
[Exit Troil, with Therſites. 
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| Enter Achilles and Myr midons. 
Athil. Which way went Hector? 
 Myrmid, Up yon {ſandy Hill: 
You may diſcern em by their ſmoaking Track; 
A wayering Body working with bent Hams 
Againſt the Riſing, ſpent with painful March, 
And by looſe Footing caſt on Heaps together. 


Achil. O thou art gone! thou ſweeteſt, beſt of Friends, 


Why did I let thee tempt the Shock of War, 


Etre yet thy tender Nerves had ſtrung thy Limbs, 
And knotted into Strength. Yet, though too late, 
Iwill, I will revenge thee, my Patroclzs ! | 


Nor ſhall thy Ghoſt thy Murtherer's long attend, 


But thou ſhalt hear him calling Charon back, 


Ere thou art wafted to the farther Shore. 

Make Haſte, my Soldiers; give me this Day's Pains 

For my dead Friend: Strike every Hand with mine, 

Till Hector breathleſs on the Ground we lay! 

Revenge is Honour, the ſecareſt way. [Exit with Myrm; 

Enter Therſites, Troilus, Trojans, | 

Therſ. That's Calchas's Tent, 
Troil. Then that one Spot of Earth contains more Falſ- 

Than all the Sun ſees in his Race beſide. [hoad, 


That I-ſhou'd truſt the Daughter of a Prieſt! 

E Prieſthood, that makes a Merchandiſe of Heaven! 

& Prieſthood, that ſells ev'n to their Pray'rs and Bleſſings! 
And forces us to pay for our own Coz nage 


Therſ. Nay cheats Heay'a too with Eatrails and with 


| Gives it the Garbage of a Sacrifice, [Offals ;. 


And keeps the beſt for private Luxury. 


Troil, Thou haſt deſery'd thy Life for curſing Prieſts: 


Let me embrace thee; thou art beautiful: 
That Back, that Noſe, thoſe Eyes are beautiful: 


Live; thou art honeſt, for thou hat'ſt a Prieſt. | 
Therſ. { Aſide.) Farewel Trojan; if I ſcape with Life, 
a I hope, and thou art knock'd o'ch' Head, as I hope 


too, I ſhall be the firſt that ever 'ſcap'd the Revenge of a 


Prieſt after curſing him; and thou wilt not be the laſt, I 


prophecy, that a Prieſt will bring to Ruin, [Exit Ther. 


Troil, Methinks my Soul is rowz'd with her laſt Then ; 
| Has 
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Has much to do, and little Time to ſpare. 
She ſtarts within me, like a Traveller ; 
Who flupgiſhly out-flept his Morning Hour, 
And mends his Pace to reach his Inn betimes. - 
' Noiſe within, Follow, fellow. 4 
A Noiſe of Arms! the Traytor may be there: 
Or elſe, perhaps, that conſcious Scene of Love, = 
The Tent, may hold him; yet I dare not ſearch, | Þ 
For oh, I tear to find him in that Place, [Exit Troilus,, I 
Enter Calchas and Cre ſſida. : 
Creſ. Where is he? I'll be juſtify'd, or dye. F 
Calc. So quickly vaniſh'd ! he was here but now: 5 
He muſt be gone to ſearch for Diomede, 4 
For Diomede told me, here they were to fight. | B 
Creſ. Alas! (Calch.) you muſt prevent and not complain. : 
If Troilus dye, J have no Share in Life. 
Calch, If Diomede ſink beneath the Sword of Troilns, | : 


We loſe not only a Protector here, 


But are debar'd all future Means of Flight. 


Creſ. What then remains! In 
Calc. To interpoſe betimes | T. 
Betwixt their Swords; or if that cannot be, At 
To intercede for him who ſhall be vanquiſh'd, B. 
Fate leaves no middle Courſe. [Exit Calc has. Te 
| Claſhing within, | Uf 

Creſ. Ah me! I hear em; of 
And fear tis paſt Prevention. | If 
Enter Diomede, retiring before Troilus, and WI 

falling as he enters. 

Troil. Now beg thy Life, or dye. Th 
Diom, No: uſe thy Fortune: | Yo 

J loath the Life, which thou canſt give, or take. Are 
Troil, Scorn'ſt thou my Mercy, Villain! — take thy I v 

'_ Wiſh, [ſpeak. W 


Creſ. Hold, hold your Hand, my Lord, and hear me ut 
[ Troilus turns back: in which time Diomede riſes : n. 
Trojans and Greeks enter, and rank themſelves | © 
on both Sides of their Captains. 
Troil. Did 1 not hear the Voice ot perjur'd Creſſda? 
Com'ſt thou to give the laſt ſtab to my Heart? 


As 
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As if the Proofs of all thy former Falſhood 
Were not enough convincing, com'ſt thou now 
To beg my Rival's Life! 
Whom, oh, if any Spark of Truth remain'd, 
Thou could'ſt not thus, ev'n to my Face prefer. 
Creſ. What ſhall I ſay! that you ſuſpect me falſe, 
Has ſtruck me dumb! but let him live, my Troilus, 
By all our Loves, by all our paſt Endear ments, 
l do adjure thee ſpare him. 
 Troil. Hell and Death! 
Creſ. If ever | had Pow'r to bend your Mind, 
* Believe me till your faithful Creſſida: 
And though my Innocence appear like Guilt, 
| Becauſe I make his forfeit- Life my Suit, 
\ [7 'Tis but for this, that my Return to you 
Would be cut off for ever by his Death. 
My Father, treated like a Slave, and ſcorn'd, 
My ſelf in hated Bonds, a Captive held. 
= Troil. Cou'd I believe thee, cou'd I think thee true, 
In Triumph wou'd | bear thee back to Troy, 
Though Greece could rally all her ſbatter'd Troops, 
And ſtand embattel'd to oppoſe my Way. 
But, oh, thou Syren, I will ſtop my Ears 
as, To thy enchanting Notes; the Winds ſhall bear 
Upon their Wings, thy Words more light than they. 
| Creſ. Alas! I but diſſembled Love to him; 
If ever he had any Proof beyond 
What Modeſty might give. | 
Diom. No! witneſs this he Ring ſhewn. 
There, take her, Trojan; thou deſery'ſt her beſt; 
You good, kind-natur'd, well-believing Fools 
Are Treaſures to a Woman, 
vas a jealous, hard, vexatious Lover, 
And doubted ev'n this Pledge, till full Poſſeſſion : 
ut ſhe was honourable to her Word, 
\nd I have no juft Reaſon to complain. | 
clves | Creſ. O, unexampled, frontleſs Impudence! ¶ Troilus. 
Troil, Hell ſhow me ſuch another tortur'd Wretch, as 
> Diom. Nay, grieve not: I reſign her freely up: 
m ſatisfy d: and dare engage for Creſſida, 
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That if you have a Promiſe of her Perſon, 
She ſhall be willing to come out of Debt. 


Creſ. [ Kneeling] My only Lord, by all thoſe holy Vows, 


Which, if there be a Power above, are binding, 

Or, if there be a Hell below, are fearful, 

May every Imprecation, which your = 

Can wiſh on me, take Place, It I am falſe. 

Diom. Nay, ſince you're ſo concern'd to be beliey'd, 
I'm ſorry I have preſs'd my Charge ſo far; . 

Be what you wou'd be thought: I can be grateful. 5 
Troil. Grateful! Oh Torment! now Hell's bleweſt Flames 
Receive her quick; with all her Crimes upon her. 1 
Let her ſink {potted down. Let the dark Hoſt 
Make Room; and point: and hiſs her as ſhe goes. 
Let the moſt branded Ghoſts of all her Sex 
Rejoyce, and cry, here comes a blacker Fiend, 


Let her 


Creſ. Enough my Lord; you've ſaid enough: 


Diom. Help : 
Creſ. Stand off; and touch me not, thou Traitor Dis- 
But you, | 
Truſt me, 
Is far leſs painful than the Wound you gave it. 
Oh, can you yet believe that I am true! 

Troil, This were too much, ev'n if thou had'ſt been falſe! Þ 
But, Oh, thou pureſt, whiteſt Innocence, | 
(For ſuch I know thee now) too late I know it! 
May all my Curſes, and ten thouſand more 
Heavier than they, fall back upon my Head, 
Pelion and Oſſa from the Gyant's Graves, 

Be torn by ſome avenging Deity, 
And hurPd at me, a bolder Wretch than they, 

_ - Who durſt invade the Skies! TR 


'th 


This faithleſs, perjur'd, hated Crefſida, 

Shall be no more the Subject of your Curſes: 
Some few Hours hence, and Grief had done your Work: 
But then your Eyes had miſs'd the Satisfaction 


Which thus I give you 
[She ſtabs her ſelf, they both run to her. 


thus 


: fave her, help. 


only Troilus, come near: 
e Wound which I have giv'n this Breaſt 


Cre. Hear him not Heayens! 


[ mede, 


But 


8 2 
5 
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Zut hear me bleſs him with my lateſt Breath: 
And fince I queſtion not your hard Decree, 
That doom'd my Days unfortunate, and few, 
Add all to him, you take away from me; 
And I dye happy, that he thinks me true. Dies. 
Tyoil. She's gone for ever, and ſhe bleſt me dying! 
Cou d ſhe have cursd me worſe! ſhe dy'd for me; 
And, like a Woman, I lament for her: < 146 
Diſtraction pulls me ſeveral Ways at once, | 
2 Here Pity calls me to weep out my Eyes, | 1 
= Deſpair then turns me back upon my ſelf, 
And bids me ſeek no more, but finiſh here: 
| [Sword to bis Breaſt, 
Ha, ſmil' thou Traytor, thou inftru&t'& me beſt, - | 
And turn'ſt my juſt Revenge to puniſh thee. | | 
Diom. Thy worſt, for mine has been beforehand with | 
1 triumph in thy vain Credulity, | [thee, | | 
Which levels thy deſpairing State to mine: 
But yet thy Folly, to believe a Foe, 
Makes thine the ſharper, and more ſhameful Loſs. 
: Troil. By my few Moments of remaining Life; 
I did not hope for any future Joy, 
But thou haſt given me Pleaſure ere I dye, 
To puniſh ſuck a Villain. — Fight apart; 
| 5 'To his Soldiers; ; 
For Heaven and Hell have mark'd him out for me, 5 } 
de, And I fhou'd grudge ev'n his leaſt Drop of Blood 
To any other Hand.“ 
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| [Troilus and Diomede fight, and both Parties en- 
iſe! Þ gage at the ſame time: the Trojans make the 
; Greeks retire, and Troilus makes Diomede give } 
Ground, and hurts him. Trumpets ſound, Achilles 
Enters with his Myrmidons, on the Backs of the 4 
Trojans, who fight in a Ring encompaſsd round: 
Troilus ſingling Diomede, gets him down, and 
kills him: and Achilles kills Troilus upon him. 
All the Trojans dye upon the Place, Troilus laſt. 


Enter 


But 
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Enter Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, 
Ajax, and Attendants," 

Achil. Our Toyls are done, and thoſe aſpiring Walls, 
(The Work of Gods, and almoſt mating Heaven,) 

Muſt crumble into Rubbiſh on the Plain, 

Agam. When mighty Hector fell beneath thy Sword, 
Their old Foundations ſhook, their nodding Towers 
Threatned from high, th' amaz'd Inhabitants : 

And Gvardian- Gods, for Fear, forſook their Fanes, 
Achil. Patroclus, now be quiet: Hector's dead: 
And, as a ſecond Offering to thy Ghoſt, 
Lyes Noilus high upon a Heap of ſlain: 
And noble Diomede beneath; whoſe Death 
This Hand of mine reveng'd. — = 
Ajax, Reveng'd it baſely, 
For Troilus fell by Multitudes oppreſt; 
And ſo fell Hector, but tis yain to tal. 
Uly/. Hail Agamemron! truly Victor now! 
While ſecret Envy, and while open Pride, 
Among thy factious Nobles Diſcord threw; 
While publick Good was urg'd for private Ends, 
And thoſe thought Patriots, who difturb'd it moſt; 
Then, like the head-ſtrong Horſes of the Sun, | 
That Light which ſhou'd have cheer'd the World, con- 
Now peaceful Order has reſuni'd the Reins, [ſum'd it, 
Old Time looks young, and Nature ſeems renew'd: 
Then, fince from home-bred Factions Ruin ſprings, 


Let Subjects learn Obedience to their Kings. 
| [ Exeunt Omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Ther/ites. 


T HESE Cruel Criticks put me into Paſſion; 
For, in their lowring Looks I read Damnation: 


Ye expect a Satyr, and I ſeldom fail; 


When I'm firſt beaten, "tis my Part to rail. 
You Britiſh Fools, of the Old Trojan Stock, 


| That ftand fo thick, one cannot miſs the Flock, 


Poets have cauſe to dread a keeping Pit, 

When Fomen's Cullies come to judge of Wit. 

A we ſtrem Rats-bane when we Vermin fear, 
Twere worth our Coſt to ſcatter Fool-bane here. 
And after all our judging Fops were ſerv'd, 
Dull Poets too ſhou'd have a Doſe re ſerv' d, 
Such Reprobates, as paſt all Senſe of ſhaming, 
Write on, and ne er are ſatisfy'd with damning; 
Next, thoſe, to whom the Stage does not belong, 
Such whoſe Vocation only is to Song ; 

At moſt to Prologue, whom, for Want of time, 
Poets take in for Fourney work in Rhime. 

But I want Curſes for thoſe mighty Shoals 

Of ſcribbling Chloris's, and Phyllis Fooks, 


VoL, V. | F 


EPILOGUE. 


Thoſe Oaphs ſhou'd be riſtrain d, during their Lives, 
From Pen and Ink, as Madmen are from Knives. 
cou d rail on, but twere a Task as vain, 

As preaching Truth at Reme, or Wit in Spain: 
Yet to huff out our Play was worth my trymg 3 
John Lilburn ſcap'd his Fudges by defying : 

If guilty, yet Im ſure 0'th' Church's Bleſſing, 

By ſuffering for the Plot, without confeſſmg. 
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| To the Right Honourable 
71 6 o 
Lord HAUGH TON. 


Hen I firſt deſign'd this Play I found, or 
thought I found, ſomewhat ſo mov- 
ing in the Serious Part of it, and ſo plea- 
Z4 fant in the Comick, as might deſerve a 
more than ordinary Care in both: 
Accordingly, I us'd the beſt of my 
Endeavour, in the Management of two Plots, ſo 
very different from each other, that it was not 
perhaps the Talent of every Writer, to have made 
them of a Piece. Neither have I attempted other 
Plays of the ſame Nature, in my Opinion, with 
the ſame Judgment; though with like Succels. 


1 
2 


for the Fondneſs and Partiality of Parents to their 
_ youngeſt Children, yet I hope I may ſtand ex- 
empted from this Rule, becauſe I know my ſelf 
too well to be ever latisfied with my own Con- 
LE F 3 Leptions, 


And though many Poets may ſuſpect themſelves 
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ceptions, which have ſeldom reach'd to thoſe 1. 
| dea's that I had within me: and conſequently, 1 
preſume I may have Liberty to judge when I F” 
write more or leſs pardonably, as an ordinary 


Marks-man may know certainly when he ſhoots 
leſs wide at what he aims. Beſides, the Care and 
Pains I have beſtowed on this beyond my other 


Tragi-comedies, may reaſonably make the World 


conclude, that either I can do nothing tolerably, 


or that this Poem is not much amiſs. Few good 


Pictures have been finiſh'd at one Sitting; neither 
can a true juſt Play, which is to bear the Teſt of 
Ages, be produc'd at a Heat, or by the Force of 
Fancy, without the Maturity of Judgment. For 


+ 
9 
% 
7 


my own Part, I have both ſo juſt a Diffidence of 


my ſelf, and ſo great a Reverence for my Audi- + 


ence, that I dare venture nothing without a ftrict 
Examination; and am as much aſham'd to put a 


looſe indigeſted Play upon the Publick, as I ſhou'd 
be to offer Braſs Money in a Payment: For tho? 


it ſnou'd be taken, (as it is too often on the Stage,) 
yet it would be found in the ſecond telling: And 
a jndicious Reader will difcover in his Cloſet that 
traſhy Stuff, whoſe Glittering deceiv'd him in the 
Action. I have often heard the Stationer ſighing 
in his Shop, and wiſhing for thoſe Hands to take 


off his melancholy Bargain, which clapp'd its Per- 
formance on the Stage. In a Play-houſe every 


Thing contributes to impoſe upon the Judgment; 


the Lights, the Scenes, the Habits, and, above 
all, the Grace of Action, which is commonly the 
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beſt where there is the moſt Need of it, ſurpriſe 


the Audience, and caſt a Miſt upon their Under- 


ſtandings; not unlike the Cunning of a Juggler, 


who is always ſtariny us in the Face, and over- 
whelming us with Gibderiſh, only that he may 
gain 
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gain the Opportunity of making the cleaner Con- 
veyance of his Trick. But theſe falſe Beauties of 
the Stage are no more laſting than a Rain- bow; 
when the Actor ceaſes to ſhine upon them, when 
he gilds them no longer with his Reflection, they 
vaniſh in a twinkling. I have ſometimes won- 
der'd, in the Reading, what was become of thoſe 
glaring Colours which amaz'd me in Baſſ Dam- 
boys upon the Theatre: but when I had taken up 
what I ſuppos'd a fallen Star, I tound I had been 
cozen'd with a Jelly: nothing but a cold, dull 
Maſs, which glitter'd no longer than it was ſhoot- 
= A dwarfiſh Thought dreſs'd up in giganticx 

ords, Repetition in abundance, Looſeneſs of 
Expreſſion, and groſs Hyperboles; the Senſe of 
one Line expanded prodigiouſty into ten: and, 
to ſum up all, uncorrect Egli, and a hideous 
Mingle of falſe Poetry and true Nonſenſe; or, 
at beſt, a Scantling of Wit which lay gaſping for 
Life, and groaning beneath a Heap of Rubbiſh. 
A famous modern Poet us'd to ſacrifice every 
Year a Statius to Virgil's Manes: and I have In- 
dignation enough to burn a Damboys annua'ly 
to the Memory of Johnſon. But now, my Lord, 
I am ſenſible, perhaps too late, that 1 have gone 
too far : for I remember ſome Verſes of my own 
Maximin and Almanzor which cry Vengeance 
upon me for their Extravagance, and which I 
wiſh heartily in the fame Fire with Statius and 
Chapman: All I can ſay for thoſe Paſſages, 
which are, I hope, not many, is, that I knew 
they were bad enough to pleaſe, even when J 
wrote them: Bur J repent of them amongſt my 
Sins: and if any of their Fellows intrude by 
Chance into my preſent Writings, I draw a Stroke 
over all thoſe Dalilab's of the Theatre; and am 
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reſolv'd I will ſettle my ſelf no Reputation by 
the Applauſe of Fools. Tis not that I am mor- 
tified to all Ambition, but I ſcorn as much to 
take it from half-witted Judges, as I ſhou'd to 
raiſe an Eſtate by cheating of Bubbles. Neither 
do I diſcommend the lofty Style in Tragedy, 
which is naturally pompous and magnificent: but 
3 is truly ſublime that is not juſt and pro- 
per. If the Ancients had judg'd by the ſame 
Meaſures which a common Reader takes, they 
had concluded Srtatius to have written higher than 
Virgil, for, 5 
Quæ ſuperimpoſito moles geminata Coloſſo, 

carries a more thundering kind of Sound than, 

Tityre tu patulæ recubans ſub tegmine fag: 
Vet Virgil had all the Majeſty of a lawful Prince, 
and Statius only the Bluſtering of a 'Tyrant. But 
when Men affect a Virtue which they cannot 
reach, they fall into a Vice, which bears the near- 
eſt Reſemblance to it. Thus an injudicious Poet 
who aims at Loftineſs, runs aſily into the ſwel- 
ling puffy Stile, becauſe it looks like Greatneſs. 
I remember, when I was a Boy, I thought ini- 
mitable Spencer a mean Poet, in Compariſon af 
Silveſter's Dubartas: and was rapt into an Ecſtaſy 
When I read theſe Lines: 

Now when the Winter's keener Breath began 

To chryſtalize the Baltick Ocean; 

To glaze the Lakes, to bridle up the Floods, 


And perriwig with Suow the bald-pate Woods : 


I am much deceiv'd if this be not abominable 
Fuſtian, that is, Thoughts and Words ill-ſorted, 
and without the leaſt Relation to each other: yet 
I dare not anſwer for an Audience, that they 
wou'd not clap it on the Stage: fo little Value 
there is to be given to the common Cry, that 
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nothing but Madneſs can pleaſe Mad-men, and 
a Poet muſt be of a Peice with the Spectators, 
to gain a Reputation with them. But, as in a 
Room, contriv'd for State, the Height of the 
Roof ſhou'd bear a Proportion to the Area; lo, 
in the Heightnings of Poetry, the Strength and 
Vehemence of Figures ſhou'd be ſuited to the 
Occaſion, the Subje&, and the Perſons. All be- 
yond this is monſtrous: 'tis out of Nature, tis 
an Excreſcence, and not a living Part of Poetry, 
I had not ſaid thus much, if ſome young Gal- 
lants, who pretend to Criticiſm, had not told 
me, that this Tragi-comedy wanted the Dignity 
of Style: but, as a Man, who is charg'd with a 
Crime of which he thinks himſelf innocent, 1s 


apt to be too cager in his own Defence; ſo per- 


haps I have vindicated my Play with more Partt- 
ality than I ovght, or than ſuch a Trifle can de- 
ſerve. Yet, whatever Beauties it may want, 'tis 
free at leaſt from the Groſſneſs of thoſe Faults 
I mention'd : What Credit it has gain'd upon the 
Stage, I value no farther than in Reference to 


my Profit, and the Satisfaction J had, in ſeeing it 


repreſented with all the Juſtneſs and Graceful- 
neſs of Action. But as 'tis my Interelt to pleaſe 
my Audience, ſo 'tis my Ambition to be read; 
that I am ſure is the more laſting and the nobler 
Defign : for the Propriety of Thoughts and Words, 
which are the hidden Beauties of a Play, are but 


confus'dly judg'd in the Vehemence of Action: 


All things are there beheld, as in a haſty Mo- 
tion, where the Objects only glide before the 
Eye, and diſappear. The moſt diſcerning Critick 
can judge no more of theſe ſilent Graces in the 


Action, than he who rides Poſt throughsan un- 


known Country can diſtinguiſh the Situation. 
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of Places, and the Nature of the Soil. The Pu- 


rity of Phraſe, the Clearneſs of Conception and 


Expreſſion, the Boldneſs maintain'd to Majeſty, 
the Signincancy and Sound of Words, not 
{train'd into Bombaſt, but juſtly elevated; in ſhort, 
thoſe very Words and Thoughts which cannot 
be chang'd, but for the worſe, muſt of Neceſſity 
eſcape our tranſient View upon the Theatre: and 
yet without all theſe a Play may take. For, it 
either the Story move us, or the Actor help the 
Lameneſs of it with his Performance, or now 
and then a glittering Beam of Wit or Paſſion 
{ſtrike through the Obſcurity of the Poem, any 
of theſe are ſufficient to effect a preſent Liking, 
but not to fix a laſting Admiration ; tor nothing 
but Truth can long continue; and Time is the 
lureſt Judge of Truth. I am not vain enough 
to think I have left no Faults in this, which that 
Touchſtone will not diſcover; neither indeed is 


if poſſible to avoid them in a Play of this Nature. 


There are evidently two Actions in it: but it 
will be clear to any judicions Man, that with 
half the Pains I could have rais'd a Play from 
either of them: for this Time I ſatisfy'd my Hu- 
mour, which was to tack two Plays together; 
and to break a Rule for the Pleaſure of Variety. 
The Truth is, the Audience are grown weary of 
continu'd melancholy Scenes: and I dare venture 
to propheſie, that few T ragedies, except thoſe in 
Verſe, ſhall ſucceed in this Age, if they are not 
lighten'd with a Courſe of Mirth. For the Feaſt 
is too dull and folemn without the Fiddles. But 
how difficult a Task this is, will ſoon be try'd : 
for a ſeveral Genins is requir'd to either Way ; 
and without both of *em, a Man, in my Opinion, 
is but Half a Poet for the Stage. Neither is it ſo 

tri- 
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trivial an Undertaking, to make a Tragedy end 
happily; for 'tis more difficult to fave than ' tis 
to kill. The Dagger and the Cup of Poyſon are 
always in a Readineſs; but to bring the Action 
to the laſt Extremity, and then by probable Means 


to recover all, will require the Art and Judg- 


ment of a Writer; and colt him many a Pang in 
the Pertormance. 

And now, My Lord, I muſt confeſs that what 
I have written, looks more like a Preface, than a 
Dedication ; and truly it was thus far my Deſign, 
that I might entertain you with ſomewhat in my 
own Art, which might be more worthy of a 
noble Mind, than the ſtale exploded Trick of 
tulſome Panegyricks. Tis difficult to write 
juſtly on any thing, but almoſt impoſſible in Praiſe. 
{ ſhall therefore wave ſo nice a Subject; and on 


ly tell you, that in recommending a Proteſtant 


Play to a Proteſtant Patron, as 1 do my ſelf an 
Honour, ſo 1 do your Noble Family a Right, 
who have bcen always eminent in the Support 
and Favour of our Religion and Liberties. And 
it the Promiſes of your Youth, your Education 
at home, and your Experience abroad, deceives 
me not, the Principles you have embrac'd are 
ſuch, as will no way degenerate from your An- 
ceſtors, but refreſh their Memory in the Minds 
of all true Eugliſumen, and renew their Luſtre 
in your Perſon; which, My Lord, is not more 
the Wiſh, than it is the conſtant Excectation of 


Yoar Lordſhip's 
moſt Obedieat, Faithful Servant, 


Joun DRVYDEN. 
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N OW Luck for us, and a kind hearty Pit; 
For he who pleaſes, never fails of Mit: 

Honour is yours; 5 

And jou, hike Kings at City-Treats, beſtom it; 

The Writer kneels, and is bid viſe a Poet: 

But you are fickle Sovereigns, to our Sorrow, 

You dubb to-day, and hang a Man to-morrow ; 

Tu cry the ſame Senſe up, and down again, 

Fuſt like Braſs-Mony once a Year in Spain: 

Take you ih Mood, what-&er baſe Metal come, 

You coin as faſt as Groats at Bromingham : 

Though tis no more like Senſe in ancient Plays, 

Than Rome's Religion like St. Peter's Days. 

In ſhort, ſo ſwift your Fudgmeuts turn and wind, 

You caſt our fleeteſt Wits a Mile behind. 

*Twere well jour Fudgments but in Plays did range, 

But ev'n your Follies and Debauches change 

With ſuch a Whirl, the Poets of your Age 

Are tyr'd, and cannot ſcore em on the Stage, 

Unleſs each Vice in Short-hand they indite, 

Ev'n as notch Prentices whole Sermons write, 

The heavy Hollanders no Vices know, | 

But what they i'd a hundred Years ago; 

Like honeſt Plants, where they were ſtuck, they grow; 

They cheat, but ſtill from cheating Sires they come; 

They drink, but they were chriſi ned firſt in Mum. 


PROLOGUE. 


* Their patrimonial Sloth the Spaniards keep, . 
LU And Philip firſt taught Philip how to ſleep. 
8 The French and we ſtill change, but here's the Curſe, F 
95 1 They change for better, aud we change for worſe; 4 
9 They take up our old Trade of Conquering,, 4 
And we are taking theirs, to dance and ſing : F 
Our Fathers did, for Change, to France repair, N 
And they, for Change, will try our Engliſh Air: 1 
As Children, when they throw one Toy away, 1% 
Strait a more fooliſh Gewgaw comes in Play: 1 
So we, grown penitent, on ſerious thinking, 1 
Leave Whoring, and de voutiy fall to Drinking. > 
Scow'ring the Watch grows out-of-Faſhion Wi : 10 
7, Now we ſet up for Tilting in the Pit, 1 
1 Where tis agreed by Bullies, chicken hearted, 1 
* To fright the Ladies firſt, and then be parted. |: 
vs A fair Attempt has twice or thrice been made, by 
To hire Night-Murth'rers, and make Death a Trade, | 4 
When Murther's out, what Vice can we advance? ö ; 
Unleſs the new found Pois ning Trick of France: 4 
And when their Art of Rats: bane we have got, 5 
. By Hay of Thanks, we'll ſend em o er our Plot. 5 
Dramatie 


— I Coda 


** ** 9 ? | df 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| 

| | | Torriſmond. Mr. Betterton. 
Ih! Bertran. Mr. Williams. 
Alponſo. Mr. Wiliſheir. 
11 Lorenzo, his Son. Mr. Smith. 

| Raymond. Mr. Gillow. 
Pearo. Mr. Uzderhill. 
Comex. Mr. Nokes.. 
Dominick, the Spaniſh Fryar. Mr. Lee, 5 


er N 4 o £ 
3 EN Nr 2 Wann ” 
Ee LT DIAS Co 


ll | WOMEN. 


2 Leonora, Queen of Arragon. Mrs. Barry. 
| _- Tereſa, Woman to Leonora Mrs. Crofts. ; 
Elvira, Wife to Gomez Mrs. Bettertoy, + 
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OR, THE 


* Double Diſcovery. 


ACTI SCENE I 


Alphonſo and Pedro meet, with Soldiers 
on each Side, Drums, &cC. 


33 


Ya T AND: give the Word, 
142 Ped. The Queen of Arragon. 


Alph. Pedro? how goes the Night : ? 
Ped. She wears apace. 


Alph. Then welcome Day-light : We ſhall 


have warm Work on't: 
The 1 will ' gage 


His utmoſt Forces on this next Afault, 
To win a Queen and Kingdom, 


Ped: 4 d 
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Ped. Pox of this Lyon-way ol wooing, though: 
Is the Queen ſtirring yet ? | | 

Alph. Sbe has not been abed, but in her Chapel 
All Night devoutly watch'i, and brib'd the Saints 
With Vows for her Deliverance. 

Ped. O! Alphonſo, 


I fear they come too late: Her Father's Crimes 


Sit heavy on her, and weigh down her Prayers. 


A Crown uſurp'd; a lawful King depos'd, 
In Bondage held, debarr'd the common Light; 


His Children murther'd, and his Friends deſtroy'd : 
What can we leſs expect than what we feel; 
And we fear will follow ? 

Alph. Heav'n avert it! | 

Ped. Then Heay'n muſt not be Heay'n, Judge the E- 
By what has paſs'd, Th' Uſurper joy'd not long [vent 
His ill-got Crown! Tis true, he dy'd in Peace: 
Uariddle that, ye Pow'rs; but left his Daughter, 


Our preſent Queen, ingag'd, upon his Death-bed, 


To marry with young Bertran, whoſe curs'd Father 
Had help'd to make him great. 

Hence, you well know, this fatal War aroſe: 
Becauſe the Moor Abdalla, with whoſe Troops 


Th Uſurper gain'd the Kingdom, was refus'd, 


And, as an Infidel, his Love deſpis'd. 

Alth. Well, we are Soldiers, Pedro, and, like Lawyers, 
Plead for our Pay. | 

Ped. A good Cauſe wou'd do well though; 
It gives my Sword an Edge. You ee this Bertran 


Has now three times been beaten by the Mo. vs: 
What Hope we have is in young Torriſmond, 


Your Brother's Son. 
Alph. He's a ſucceſsful Warrior, | 
And has the Soldiers Hearts: Upon the Skirts 
Of Arragon our {quander'd Troops he rallies; 
Our Watchmen from the Tow'rs with longing Eyes 


Expect his ſwift Arrival. | 


Ped. It muſt be ſwift, or it will come too late. 
41zh, No more; === Duke ban. 


Enter 


* 
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Enter Bertran attended. 
Bert. Relieve the Centries that have watch'd all Night. 
[To Ped.] Now, Colonel, have you diſpos'd your Men, 
That you ſtand 1dle here ? | 
Ped. Mine are drawn off, 
To take a ſhort Re pole. 
Bert. Short let it be, 
For, from the Mvoriſh Camp, this Hour and more, 
There has been heard a diſtant humming Noiſe, 
Like Bees diſturb'd, and arming in their Hives. 
What Courage in our Soldiers? Speak! What Hope? 
Ped, As much as when Phyſicians ſhake their Heads, 
And bid their dying Patient think of Heaven. 
Our Walls are thinly mann'd: our beſt Men lain : 
The 1eſt, an heartleſs Number, ſpent with Watching, 
And haraſs'd out with Duty. 
Bert. Good-night all then. 
Ped. Nay, for my Part, 'tis but a ſingle Life 
| have to loſe: I'll plint my Colours down 
Ia the Mid breach, and by em fix my Foot: 
Say a ſhort Soldier's. Pray'r, to ſpare the Trouble 
Of my few Friends above; and then expect 
The next fair Buller, 
Alph, Never was known a Night of ſuch Diſtraction: 
Noite ſo confus'd and dreadful : juſtiing Crowds, 
That fun, and know not whither : Torches gliding, 
Like Meteors, by each other in the Streets. 
Ped, I met a reverend, fat, old, gouty Fryar; 
With a Paunch ſwolb'n ſo high, his double Chin 
Might reſt upon't: A true Son of the Church; 


PFreſh- colour'd, and well thriven on his Trade, 


Come puffing with his greazy bald - pate Choir, 
And fumbling o'er his Beads, in ſuch an Agony, 
He told 'em falſe, for Fear: About his Neck 
There hung a Wench ; the Label of his Function: 
Whom he ſhook off, i'faith, methought, unkindly. 
It ſeems the holy Stallion durſt not ſcore 


Another Sin before he left the World. 


138 The SPANISH FRYAR. 


| Enter a Captain. 
Capt. To Arms, my Lord, to Arms! 
From the Moors Camp the Noiſe grows louder ſtill: 
Rattling of Armour, Trumpets, Drums and Ataballes; 
And ſometimes Peals of Shouts that rend the Heav'ns, 
Like Victory: Then Groans apain, and Howlings, 
Like thoſe of vanquiſh'd Men; But every Echo 
Goes fainter off; and dyes in diſtant Sounds. 
Bert. Some talſe Attack: expect on t' other Side: 
One to the Gunners on St. Fago's Tow'r; Bid 'em, for 
Level their Cannon lower: On my Soul, [ Shame, 
They're all corrupted with the Gold of Barbary 
To carry over, and not hurt the Moor, 
Enter a ſecond Captain. | 
2 Capt. My Lord, here's freſh Intelligence arriv'd: 
Our Army, led by Valiant Torri/mond, 
Is now in hot Engagement with the Moors; 
"Tis ſaid, within their Trenches. 
Bert. I think all Fortune is reſery'd for him, 
He might have ſent us Word though; 
And then we cou'd have favour'd his Attempt 
With Sallies from the Town. 
Alph, It ccu'd not be: 
We were ſo cloſe block d up, that none cou d peep 
Upon the Walls and live: But yet 'tis time: —— 
Bert. No, is too late; I will not hazard it: 
On Pain of Death, let no Man dare to ſally. 


Ped. [ Aſide] Oh Envy, Envy, how it works within 


How now! What means this Show? Thim! 


Alph. Tis a Proceſſion: 

The Queen is going to the great Cathedral, 

To pray for our Succeſs againſt the Moors | 
Ped, Very good: She uſurps the Throne; keeps the 

old King in Priſon; and, at the ſame time, is praying 


for a Bleſſing : Oh Religion and Roguery, how they go 
together ! 


LA Proceſſion of Prieſts and Choriſters in White, with 
Tapers, follow by the Queen and Ladies, goes 
over ihe Stage: the Chorifters ſinging, 

e Loc 
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Look down, ye Bleſs'd above, look down, 
Behold our weeping Matron's Tears, 
Behold our tender Virgin's Fears, 

And with Succeſs our Armies crown. 


Loot down, ye Bleſs d above, look down: 
Oh ! ſave us, ſave us, and our State reſtore ; 
For Pity, Pity, Pity, we implore: 

For Pity, Pity, Pity, we implore. 


[The Proceſſion goes off; and ſhout within. [ Then 


Enter Lorenzo, who kneels to Alphonſo. 

Bert, to Alph. A joyful Cry; and ſee your Son Lorenzo: 
Good News, kind Heav'n! | 
Alph. to Lor. O welcome, welcome! Is the General ſafe ? 
How near our Army? when ſhall we be ſuccour'd?. 

Or, are we ſuccour'd? are the Moors remov'd ? 
Anſwer theſe Queſtions firſt, and then a thouſand more; 
Anſwer em all together. 

Lor. Yes, when I have a thouſand Tongues, I will. 
The Genera?s well; his Army too is ſafe 
As Victory can make 'em: The Moors King 
Is ſafe enough, I warrant him, for one. 

Ar Dawn of Day our General cleft his Pate, 
Spight of his woollen Night-cap: A flight Wound; 
Perhaps he may recover. 

Alph. Thou reviv'it me. 

Ped, By my Computation now, the Victory was 
g31n'd before the Proceſſion was made for it; and yet it 
will go hard but the Prieſts will make a Miracle on'r. 

Lord. Yes faith ; we came like bold intruding Gueſts, 
And took 'em unprepar'd to give us Welcoine: 

Their Scouts we kill'd, then found their Body ſleeping; 
And as they lay confus'd, we ſtumbled ofer em, 

And took what Joint came next, Arms, Heads, or Legs. 
Somewh-t undecently: But when Men want Light, 
They make but bungling Work. 

Bert. I'll to the Queen, | 
And bear the News. 


* 
f 
| 
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Ped. That's young Lorenzo's Duty. 
Bert. I'll ſpare his Trouble. 
This Torriſmond begins to grow too faſt; 
He muſt be mine, or ruin'd. [Afede. 
Loy. Pedro a Word: [whiſper] Exit Bertran. 
Alph. How ſwift he ſhot away! I find it ſtung him, 
In ſpight of his diſſembling. | 
To Lorenxo.] How many of the Enemy are lain! 
Loy. Troth, Sir, we were in haſte, and cou'd not ſtay 
To ſcore the Men we kild; but there they lye, 
Beſt ſend our Women out to take the Tale; 
There's Circumciſion ia abundance for 'em. 

| [Turns to Pedro again. 

Alph. How far did you purſue em? 

Lor. Some few Miles, — 

To Pedro] Good Store of Harlots, ſay you, and dog- 
Pedro, they muſt be had, and ſpeedily ; cheap? 
I've kept a tedious Faſt. [Whiſper again. 

Alph. When will he make his Entry? he deſerves 
Such Triumphs as were giv'n by ancient Rome: 

Ha, Boy, vhat ſay'ſt thou? 

Lor. As you ſay, Sir, That Rome was very ancient — 
Jo Pedro.] I leave the Choice to you; fair, black, tall, 
Let her but have a Noſe: — And you may tell her [low 
I'm rich in Jewels, Rings, and bobbing Pearls 
Pluck'd from Moors Ears. | 

Alph. Lorenzo. 
Lor. Somewhat buſie 
About Affairs relating to the Publick. 
—— A ſenſonable Girl, juſt in the Nick now - [ToPedyo 
[Trumpets within. 

Ped. I hear the General's Trumpets: Stand and mark 
How he will receiv'd; I fear, but coldly : | 
There hung a Cloud, methought, on Bertran's Brow. 
Tor. Then lock to ſee a Storm on Torriſmond's; 

Looks fright not Men: The General has ſeen Moors 
With as bad Faces, no Diſpraiſe to Bertran's. 


Lor. He drinks her Health devouily, 
Alph, That may breed bad Blood *twixt him and Bertran. 
Ped, Yes, in private: | 


Ped. Twas rumour'd in the Camp he loves the Queen. 
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But Bertran has been taught the Arts of Court, 

To gild a Face with Smiles, and leer a Man to Ruin; 

O bere they come, — _ 

Enter Torriſmond and Officers on one Side, Bertran attended 

on the other: They embrace, Bertran bowing low, 

Juſt as I propheſy'd too. 
Lor. Death and Hell, he laughs at him: — in's Face 
Ped. O you miſtake him; *twas an humble Grin, 

The fawning Joy of Courtiers and of Dogs. 

Lor. [aſ:ide.) Here are nothing but Lies to be expe- 
cted: Vil e'en go loſe my ſelf in ſome blind Alley, and 
try if any courteous Damſel will think me worth the 
finding. | {Exit Lorenzo. 

45 Now he begins to open. 

Bert. Your Country reſcu'd, and your Queen reliev'd ! 

| A glorious Conqueſt, noble Torriſmond ! 
The People rend the Skies with loud Applauſe, 
And Heay'n can hear no other Name but yours. 

The thronging Crowds preſs on you as you paſs, 

And with their eager Joy make Triumph ſlow, 

Torr, My Lord, I have no Taſte 
Of popular Applauſe; the noiſie Praiſe 
Of giddy Crowds, as changeable as Winds; 

Still vehement, and ſtill without a Cauſe: 

Seryants to Chance, and blowing in the Tide 

Of ſwoln Succeſs; but, veering with its Ebb, 

It leaves the Channel dry. 

Bert. So young a Stoick! | 

Torr. You wrong me, if you think I'll ſell one Drop 
Within theſe Veins for Papgeants: But let Honour 
Call for my Blood, and ſluice it into Streams; 
Turn Fortune looſe again to my Purſuit, 1 
And let me hunt her through embattel'd Foes, 1 
In duſty Plains, amidſt the Cannons Roar, 14 
There will I be the firſt. 


Bert. I'll try him farther ——— [ aſide, if! 
Suppoſe th? aſſembled States of Arragon |} 
Decree a Statue to you thus iaſcrib'd, | | | 
To Torriſmond, who freed his native Lind, to find 


Alph, to Ped. Mark how he ſounds a id fathoms him, 
The 
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The Shallows of his Soul! 
Bert. The juſt Applauſe 
Of God-like Senates, is rhe Stamp of Virtue, 
Which makes it paſs unqueſtion'd though the World, 
Theſe Honours you deſerve; nor ſhall my Suffrage 
Be laſt to fix em on you. If refus'd, 
You brand us all with black Ingratitude: 5 
For Times to come ſhall ſay, Our Spain, like Rowe, 3 
Neglects her Champions after noble Acts, | | 75 
And lets their Laurels wither on their Heads. — 4 
Torr. A Statue, for a Battle blindly fought, 1 
Where Darkneſs and Sur prize made Conqueſt cheap! 5 
Where Virtue borrow 'd but the Arms of Chance, f A 
And ftruck a random Blow! *Twas Fortune's Work, 1 


And Fortune take the Praiſe. | 
Bert. Yet Happineſs RE | 4 
Is the firſt Fame: Virtue without Succeſs 1 

Is a fair Picture ſhewn by an ill Light. 7 


But lucky Men are Favourites of Heaven: N 
And whom fhould Kings eſteem above Heaven's Darlings ? Wo 1 
The Praiſes of a young and beauteous Queen is 4 
Shall crown your glorious Acts. & Wh 
Ped. to Alph. There ſprung the Mine. | 11 
Torr. The Queen! That were a Happineſs too great! 1 
Nam'd you the Queen, my Lord? | Fa N 
Bert. Yes: You have ſeen her, and you muſt confeſs = P 
1 A Praiſe, a Smile, a Look from her is worth Is DM 
n The Shouts of thouſand Amphitheatres: B. 
4 She, ſhe fhall praiſe you, for I can oblige her: 5 — 


To-morrow will deliver all her Charms 
Into my Arms, and make her mine for ever. 
it Why ſtand you mute? | 
3 Torr. Alas! I cannot ſpeak. -  [employ'g? 
| Bert, Not ſpeak, my Lord! How were your Thoughts 
44 Torr, Nor can [ think, or I am loſt in Thought. 
Bert. Thought of the Queen, perhaps? 
Torr, Why, if it were, 
| Heav'n may be thought on, though too high to climb. 
| Bert. O, now I find where your Ambition drives: 
You ought not think of her. 


Torr. | 
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Toyr. So I ſay too, 
I ought not: Madraen ought not to be mad; 
But who can help his Frenzy ? 
Bert. Fond young Man! 
The Wings of your Ambition muſt be clipt : 
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Your ſhame- fac d Virtue ſhunn'd the Peoples Praiſe, 


And Senates Honours : But *ris well we know 


What Price you hold your ſelf at: You have fought 


With ſome Succeſs, and that has ſeal'd your Pardon. 


Tory. Pardon from thee! O, give me Patience, Heaven? 


Thrice vanquiſh'd Bertran; if thou dar'ſt, look out 
Upon yon aughter'd Hoſt, that Field of Blood; 
There ſeal my Pardon, where thy Fame was loft. 
Ped. He's ruin'd, paft Redemption! | 
Alpb. [to Tory.) Learn Reſpect 
To the firſt Prince o'ch' Blood. 
Bert. O, let him rave! | 
Fl not contend with Madmen, 
Torr, I have done: 
I know *twas Madneſs to declare this Truth: 
And yet 'twere Baſeneſs to deny my Love. 
Tis true, my Hopes are vaniſhing as Clouds; 
Lighter than Children's Bubbles blown by Winds: 
My Merit's but the raſh Reſult of Chance: 
My Birth unequal: all the Stars againſt me: 
Pow'r, Promiſe, Choice; the living and the dead: 
Mankind my Foes; and only Love to Friend: 
Bur ſuch a Love, kept at ſuch awful Diſtance, 
As, what it loudly dares to tell a Rival, 
Shall fear to whiſper there; Queens may be lov'd, 
And ſo may Gods; elfe why are Altars rais'd? 
Why ſhines the Sun, but that he may be view'd? 
But, Oh! when he's too bright, if then we gaze, 
*Tis but to weep; and cloſe our Eyes in Darkneſs. 


[ Ex. 


Bert. Tis well; the Goddeſs ſhall be told, ſhe ſhall, 


Of her new Worſhipper. 


Ped. So, here's fine Work! 
He has ſupply'd his only Foe with Arms 
For bis Deſtruction. Old Penelope's Tale 


Exit. 
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That he has done by Night. What, Planet-ſtruck! 

Alph, I wiſh I were; to be paft Senſe of this! 

Ped. Wou'd I had but a Leaſe of his Life fo long, 
As till my Fleſh and Blood rebell'd this Way, 
Againſt our Sovereign Lady: mad for a Queen? 

With a Globe in one Hand, and a Sceptre in Yother ? 
A very pretty Moppet! | 

Alph. Then to declare his Madneſs to his Riyal! 

His Father abſent on an Embaſſy: | 
Himſelf a Stranger almoſt, wholly friendleſs! 
A Torrent, rowling down a Precipice, 

Is eaſier to be ſtopt, than is his Ruin. 

Ped. Tis fruitleſs to complain: haſte to the Court: 
Improve your Intereſt there, for Pardon from the Queen. 

Alph. Weak Remedies; 


Bur all muſt be attempted, Exit. 
Enter Lorenzo. 


Lor. Well, I am the moſt unlucky Rogue! I have been 
ranging over half the Town; but have ſprung no Game. 
Our Women are worſe Infidels than the Moors: I to'd 
em I was one of their Knight-Errants, that deliver'd 

them from Raviſnment: and I think in my Conſcience 
that's their Quarrel to me. | 

Ped. Is this a time for fooling? Your Couſin is run 
honourably mad in Love with her Majeſty : He is ſplit 
upon a Rock: and you, who are in chace of Harlots, are 
ſinking in the main Ocean. I think the Devil's in the 
Family. | [Exit. 
| Lorenzo ſolus. | 
F Tor, My Couſin ruin'd, ſays he! bum, not that I wiſh 
my Kinſman's Ruin; that were Unchriſtian: but if the 
General's ruin'd, I am Heir; there's Comfort for a Chri- 
ſtian. Mony I bave, I thank the honeſt Moors for't; but 
I want a Miſtreſs. I am willing to be lewd; but the 
Tempter is wanting on his Part. 

. Enter Elvira veil d. 5 

Elv. Stranger! Cavalier! will you not hear me? 
Ibu Moor-killer, you Matador... 

Lor. Meaning me, Madam? 3 

Elv, Face about, Man; you a Soldier, iand afraid of the 
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Loy. I muſt confeſs, I did not expect to have been 
charg'd firſt: I ſee Souls will not be loſt for want of ®.. 
Diligence in this Devil's Reign. Aſide. 1 

N To her.] Now, Madam Cynthia behind a Cloud; your 
| Will and Pleaſure with me ? 

- Elv. You have the Appearance of a Cavalier; and if 
= you are as deſerving as you ſeem, perhaps you may not 
repent of your Adventure. If a Lady like you well e- 
nough to hold Diſcourſe with you at firſt Sight; you are 
Gentleman enough, I hope, to help her out with an A- 
pology: and to lay the Blame on Stars, or Deſtiny; or 
what you pleaſe, to excuſe the Frailty of a Woman. 

Lor. O, I love an eaſie Woman: there's ſuch a-do to 
crack a thick-ſhell'd Miſtreſs; we break our Teeth, and 
find no Kernel. *Tis generous in you, to take Pity on a 
Stranger; and not to ſuffer him to fall into ill Hands at ; 
his firſt Arival. 

Ely. You may have a better Opinion of me than I de- 
ſerve; you have not ſeen me yet; and therefore I am 
confident you are Heart-whole. | 

Lor. Not abſolutely ſlain, I muſt confeſs; but I am 
drawing on zpace: you have a dangerous Tongue in your 
Head, I can tell you that; and if your Eyes prove of as 
” killing Meral, there's but one Way with me: Let me ſee 
you, for the Safeguard of my Honour: tis but decent the 
CLannon ſhould be drawn down upon me, before I yield. 

Elv. What a terrible Similitude have you made, Colo- 
nel, to ſhew that you are inclining to the Wars? I could 
anſwer you with another in my Profeſſion: Suppoſe you 
were in want of Money; wou'd you not be plad to take 
a Sum upon Content in a ſeal'd Bagg, without pceping ? 
but however, I will not ſtand with you for a 

Sample. [Lifts up her Veil, 
Lor. What Eyes were there! how keen their Glances! 


you do well to keep em veil d: they are too ſharp to be 
truſted out o'ch? Scabbard. | PAY 


| 1 Perhaps now you may accuſe my 1 2 ; 


o 
>a N — E ˙ I 
2 ws, 5 boa . ts 
— A 


= ee, 
99 - 
— And. 
— 


| 6 


* N — bo — 7 


but this Day of jubilee is the only time of Freedo 
have had: and there is nothing ſo extravagant as a 
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ſoner, when he gets looſe a little, and is immediately to 
return into his Fetters, 

Loy. To confeſs freely to you, Madam, I was never in 
Love with leſs than your whole Sex before: but now I 
have ſeen you, I am in the direct Road of languiſhing 
and ſighing: and, if Love goes on as it begins, for ought 
I know by to-morrow Morning you wey hear of me in 
Rhime and Sonnet. I tell you truly, I do not like theſe 
Symptoms in my felt: panes I may go ſhufflingly at 
firſt; for I was never before walk'd in Trammels; yet 1 
ſhall drudge and moil at Conſtancy, till I have worn off 
the hitching in my Pace. 

Elv. Oh Sir, there are Arts to rechim the wildeſt Men, 
as there are to make Spaniels fetch and carry: chide em 
often, and feed em ſeldom: now I know your Temper, 
you may thank your ſelf if you are kept to hard Meat: 
| you are in for Years, if you make Loye to me, 

Lor. I hate a formal Obligation with an Anno Domini 
at End on't; there may be an evil Meaning in the Word 
Years, call'd Matrimony. | 

Elv, I can eaſily rid you of that Fear: I wiſh I could 
rid my ſelf as eaſily of the Bondage. 

Lor. Then you are married? | 

Elv. If a Covetovs, and a Jealous, and an Old Man be 
a Husband. 

Lor. Three as good Qualities for my Purpoſe as I cou 
wiſh: now Love be prais d. | 

Enter Elvira's Duenna, and whiſpers to her. 
Ev. [ Aſide.] If I get not home before my Husband, I 


ſhall be ruin'd . £ [70 him. 
I dare not ſtay to tel] you where farewell. 
cou'd I once inore X [ Exif, 


Ler, This is unconſcionable Dealing; to be made a 
Slave, and not know whoſe Livery I wear 
Who have we yonder? 

| Enter Gomez, 

By that ſhambling in his Walk, it ſhould be my rich old 

Banker, Gomex, whom I knew at Barcelona; As live tis 
—— | | N Is 

Cl ro Gomex. ] What, Old-Mammon here? 

N | CEE: Gom. 
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Com. How! young Beelzebub ! 

Lor. What Devil has ſet his Claws in thy Haunches, 
and brought thee hither to Saragoſſa? Sure he meant a 
farther Journey wich thee, 

Gom. 1 always remove before the Enemy: When the 
Moors are ready to beſiege one Town, I ſhift Quarters to 
the next; 1 keep as far from the Infidels as I can; 

Lor. That's but a Hair's Breadth at fartheſt, 

Gom. Well, you have pot a famous Victory; all true 
SubjeAs are over joy d at it: There are Bonfires decreed ; 
and the Times had not been hard, my Billet ſhould have 
burnt too. 

Loy. I dare ſay for thee, thou haſt ſuch a ReſreRt for a 
ſingle Billet, thou would'ſt almoſt have thrown on th 
ſelf to ſave it; thou art for ſaving every thing but thy 
Soul. 

Gom. Well, well, you'll not believe me generous till I 
carry you to the Tavern, and crack half a Pint with you 
at my own Charges. | 

Lor. No; I'll keep thee from hanging thy ſelf for ſuch 
an Extravapance; and inſtead of it, thzu ſhalt do me a 
meer verbal Courteſie: I have juſt now ſeen a moſt in- 
comparable young Lady. 

Gom. Whereabouts did you ſee this moſt incomparable 
young Lady? my Mind 1 me plaguily. L Aſide. 

Lor. Here, Man, juſt before this Corner-houſe: Pray 
Heaven it prove no Bavydy-houſe. | 
Som. [ Aſide.] Pray Heaven he does not make it one; 
Lor. What doſt thou mutter to thy ſelf? Haſt thou any 
thing to ſay e the Honefty of that Houſe ? 

Gom. Not I, Colonel, the Walls are very boneſt Stone, 
and the Timber very honeſt Wood, for ought I know; 
but for the Woman I cannot ſay, till I know her better: 
Deſcribe her Perſon, and if ſhe live in this Quarter, I may 
give you Tidings of her, | 
Lor. She's of a middle Stature, dark-colour'd Hair, the 
moſt bewitching Leer with her Eyes, the moſt roguiſh 
Caſt; her Cheeks are dimpled when ſhe ſmiles, and her 

Smiles would tempt an Hermit. 
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. Head to my Magiſtrate's Face; I thank you Colonel. 
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Gom. [ Aſide ] T am dead, I am buried, I am damn'd,——  - 


Go on — Colonel 
of her? | | 

Lor. Thou haſt all her Marks, but that ſhe has an Hus- 
band, a jealous, covetous, old Huncks: Speak; canſt 
thou tell me News of her? 

Gom. Yes, this News, Colonel, that you have ſeen 
your laſt of her. 

Loy, If thou help'ſt me not to the Knowledge of her, 
thou art a circumciſed Few, 


have you no other Marks 


Gom. Circumciſe me no more than T.circumciſe you, 
Colonel Hernando: Once more, you have ſeen your laſt 


of her. 

Tor. [ Aſide.] 1 am glad he knows me only by that 
Name of Hernando, by which I went at Barcelona; now 
he can tell no Tales of me to my Father. 

To him.] Come, thou wert ever good-natur'd, when 
thou could'ſt get by't Look here, Rogue, 'tis of 
the right damning Colour: Thou art not Proof 
againſt Gold ſure! Do not I know thee for a 
covetous 

Gom. Jealous old Huncks; thoſe were the Marks of 
your Miſtreſs's Husband, as I remember, Colonel. 

Lor. Oh the Devil! What a Rogue in Underſtanding 


was I, not to find him out ſooner! LAlide. 


Gom. Do, do, look fillily, good Colonel; tis a decent 
Melancholy after an abſolute Defeat. 

Lor. Faich, not for that, dear Gomez. but 

Gom. But no Pumping, my dear Colonel. 

Lor. Hang Pumping; I ws thinking a little upon 
a Point cf Gratitude: We two have been long Acquain- 
tance; I kr OW thy Merits, and can make ſome Intereſt: 
Go to; thou wert born to Authority: I'll make thee Al- 


«aide, Mayor of Saragoſſa. 


Gom, Satisfie your le'f; you ſhall not make me what 
you think, Colonel. 3 | 

Lor. Faith but J will; thou haſt the Face of a Magi- 
ſtrate already. ; 85 

Gom. And you would provide me with a Magiſtrate's 


Lor. 


Wife: 
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Loy. Come, thou art ſo ſuſpicious upon an idle Story 
That Woman 1 faw, I mean that little, crooked, ugly 
Woman, for t'other was a Lye; is no more thy 
As I'll go home with thee, and ſatisfie thee 
immediately, my dear Friend. 

Gom. I ſhall not put you to that Trouble; no not ſo 
much as a ſingle Viſit; not ſo much as an Embaſſy by a 
civil old Woman, nor a Serenade of Twinckledum Twinckle- 
dum under my Windows: Nay, I will adviſe you, out of 
my Tenderneſs to your Perſon, that you walk not near 
* Corner-houſe by Night; for to my certain Know- 

edge there are Blunderbuſſes planted in every Loop: hole, 
that go off conſtantly of their own Accord at the ſquzak- 
ing. of a Fiddle and the thrumming of a Guittar. 

Lor. Art thou fo obſtinate ? Then I denounce open War 
againſt thee: Il demoliſh thy Citadel by force; or, at 
leaſt, Vil bring my whole Regiment upon thee; my thou- 
ſand red Locuſts, that ſhall deyour thee in free Quarter. — 
Farewel, wrought Night-cap. [Exit Lorenzo. 

Gom. Farewel, Buff! Free Quarter for a Regiment of 
Red. coat Lovcuns? I hape to ſee em all in the Red-Sza 
fir ſt! But oh, this Fezabel of mine? I'M get a Phy- 
ficiin that ſhall preſcribe her an Ounce of Camphire every 
Morning for her Breakfaſt, to abate Incontinency. She 
ſhall never peep abroad, no, not to Church for Confeſſion; 
and for never going, ſhe ſhall be condemn'd for a Heretick. 
She ſhall have Stripes by Troy-weight, and Suſtenance by 
Drachms and Scruples: Nay, I'll have a Faſting Almanack 


Printed on purpoſe for her uſe, in which 


No Carnival nor Chriſtmas ſhall appear, 
But Lents and Ember-weeks ſhall fill the Year. 
Exit Gomez 
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ACTH 8 E N 
SCENE, The Queen's Anti- chamber. 


| Alphonſo, Pedro. 
Altbh. W HEN ſaw you my Lorenzo ? 

Ped. I had a Glimpſe of him ; but he ſhot 
| Like a young Hound upon a burning Scent: [by me 
He's gone a Harlot-hunting. | a 

Alph. His foreign Breeding might have taught him bet- 
Ped. Tis that has taught him this. [ter. 
What learn our Vouth — but to refine 
The homely Vices of their native Land? 
Give me an honeſt home-ſpun Country Clown 
Of our own Growth; his Dullneſs is but plain, 
But theirs embroider'd; they are ſent out Fools, 
But come back f ops. 
Aiph, You know what Reaſons urg d me; 
But now? i have accompliſh'd my Detigns, 
I ſhou'd be glad he knew *em. — His wild Riots 
Diſturb my Soul; but they wou'd fit more cloſe, 
Did not the threaten'd Downfall of our Houſe, 
In Torriſmond, o'erwhelm my private Ill. 
Enter Bertran attended, and whiſpering with a Courtier, aſe. 
Bert. 1 wou'd not have her think he dar'd to love her; 
If he preſume to own it, ſhe's ſo proud, 
He tempts his certain Ruin, 
Alph. [to Ped.] Mark how diſdainfully he throwshis Eyes 
Our old impriſon'd King wore no ſuch Looks, [on us. 
Ped. O, wou'd the General ſhake off his Dotage to th? u- 
And re-inthrone good venerable Sancho, [ſurping Queen, 
I'll undertake, ſhould Bertran ſound his Trumpets, 
And Torriſmond but whiſtle through his Fingers, 
He draws his Army off. 
Alph. I told him ſo; 
But had an Anſwer louder than a Storm. 
Ped. Now Plague and Pox on his Smoek- Loyalty : 
ate 
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T hate to fee a brave bold Fellow ſotted, | 

Made ſour and ſenſeleſs, turn'd to Whey by Love; 

A driveling Hero, fit for a Romance. 

O, here he comes; what will their Greetings be! 

Enter Torriſmond attended. Bertran and he met and juſile. 
Bert, Make Way, my Lords, and let the Pageant pals. 
Tor. I make my Way where-eer I ſee my Foe: 


But you, my Lord, are good at a Retreat. 
.1 have no Moors behind me. 


Bert. Death and Hell! 
Dare to ſpeak thus when you come out again. 
Tor. Dare to provoke me thus, inſulting Man, 
Enter Tereſa. 
Ter. My Lords, you are too loud ſo near the Queen : 


You, Tirri/mond, have much offended her. 


Tis her Command you inſtantly appear, 
To anſwer your Demeanour to the Prince. | 
[Exit Tereſa; Bertran with his Company follow Hefe 
Toy. O Pedro, O Alphonſo, pity me! 
A Grove of Pikes, | 
whole polim'd Steel from far ſeverely ſhines, 
Are not ſo dreadful as this beauteous Queen. 
Alph. Call up your Courage timely to your Aid, 
And, like a Lion preſs'd upon ins Toil, - 
Leap on your Hunters. Speak your Actions Lo'dly ; 
There is a Time when model} Virtue is | 
Alow'd to Praiſe it ſelf. 
Peg. Heart, yg were hot enough, too hot, but now; 
Your Fury then boil'd upward to a Fome: 
But ſince this Meſſage came, you fink and ſettle, 
As if cold Water bad been pour'd upon you. 
Tor, Alas, thou know'ſt not what it is to love! 
When we behold an Angel, not to fear, 
Is to be impudent: No, I'm reſoly d, 
Like a led Victim, to my Death If go, 

And, dying, bleſs the Hand that gave the Blow. ¶ E ret ni 
The SCENE draws, and ſhews neen ſuting in Sta. e. 
Bertran ſtanding next her; then Tereſa, &c. 

She riſes, and comes to the Front. 
Qu. Leonora to Bert.] I blame not you, my Lord; my 
Father's Wil, 64 e 
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Your own Deſerts and all my People's Voice, 
Have plac'd you in the View of Sov'reign Power. 
But I would learn the Cauſe, why Torriſmond, 
Within my Palace- Walls, within my Hearing, 
Almoſt within my Sight, affronts a Prince 
Who ſhortly ſhall command him. 
Bert, He thinks you owe him more than you can pay, 
And looks as he were Lord of Human Kind. 
Enter Torriſmond, Alphonſo, Pedro. Torriſmond bows 
= then looks earneſtly on the Queen, and keeps at Di- 
ance. 
Tereſa. Madam, the General. 
©#. Let me view him well. 
My Father ſent him early to the Frontiers. 


I have not often ſeen him; if J did, 


He paſs'd unmark'd by my unheeding Eyes. 
Rut where's the Fierceneſs, the diſdainful Pride, 
The baugbty Port, the fiery Arrogance? 
By all theſe Marks, this is not ſure the Man. 
Ber. Yet this is he who Rli'4 your Court with Tumult, 
Whoſe fierce Demeanour, and whoſe Iniolence 
The Patience of a God could not ſupport, 


Qu. Name his Offence, my Lord, and he ſhall have 
Immediate Puniſhment. | 


Bert. Tis of ſo high a Nature, ſhould I ſpeak it, 


That my Preſumption then would equal his. 


Wu Some one among you ſpeak. 
Ped. [Aſide ] Now my Tongue itches,, 
Qu. All dumb! On your Allegiance, Torri/mond, 


By all your Hopes, I do command you, ſpeak. 


Tor, Kneeling.] O ſeek not to convince me of a Crimę 
Which I can ne er repent, nor can you pardon ; 
Or, if you needs will know it, think, oh think, 

That he who, thus commanded, dares to ſpeak, 
Unleſs commanded, would have dy'd in Silence. 

But you adjur'd me, Madam, by my Hopes! 

Hopes I have none, for I am all Deſpair; 

Friends I have none, for Friendſhip follows Favour; 
Deſert I've none, for what I did was Duty: 

Oh that it were! that it were Duty all! 


Qu. 


- 
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For you, my Lord, 
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Qu. Why do you pauſe? proceed. 
Tor. As one condemn'd to eap a Precipice, 
Who ſees before his Eyes the Depth below, 
Stops ſhort, and looks about for ſome kind Shrub 


To break his dreadful Fall; ſo 1 
But whither am I going? If to Death, 
He looks ſo lovely ſweet in Beauty's Pomp, 
He diaws me to his Dart. 1 dare no more. 
Ber. He's mad beyond the Cure of Hellebore. 
Whips, Darkneſs, Dungeons for this Inſolence, ——— 
Tor. Mad as I am, yet I know when to bear. 
#. You're both too bold. You, Torriſmond, withdraw; 
Tl teach you all what's owing to your Queen. 


The Prieſt to-morrow was to join our Hands; | 
Tl try if I can live a Day without you. 
So boch of you depart, and live in Peace. 
Alph. Who knows which Way ſhe points! 
Doubling and turning like an hunted Hare. 
Find out the Meaning of her Mind who can. 
Pedr, Who ever found a Woman's? back ward and forward, 
The whole Sex in every Word. In my Conſcience when 
ſhe was getting, her Mother was thinking of a Riddle. 
: Exeunt all but the Queen ang Tereſa, 
Qu. Haſte, my Tereſa, haſte, and call him back. 
Ter, Whom, Madam? Qu. Him, Ter. Prince Bertrar ? 
. Torriſmond ; 
There is no other He, 
Ter. [ Aſide.) A riſing Sun, | 
Or Jam much deceiy'd. [Exit Tereſa... 
Qu. A Change ſo ſwift, what Heart did ever feel! 
It ruih'd upon me like a mighty Stream, ; 
And bore me in a Moment far from Shore. 
I've Jov'd away my felt; in one ſhort Hour 
Already am I gone an Age of Paſſion. 
Was it his Youth, his Valour, or Succeſs? 
Theſe might perhaps be found in other Men. 
*T'was that Reſpect, that awful Homage paid me; 


That fearful Love which trembled in his Eycs, 


And with a filent Earthquake ſhook his Soul, 
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But, when he ſpoke, what tender Words he ſaid! 
So ſoftly, that, like Flakes of feather'd Snow, 
They melted as they fell. 
Enter Tereſa with Torriſmond, 
Ter, He waits your Pleaſure, 
Ou. Tis well; retire —— Oh Heav'ns, that I muſt ſpeak 
So diſtant from my Heart [ Afede, 
To Pr.] How now! What Boldneſs brings you back 
Tor, J heard *twas your Command. [again? 
Qu. A fond Miſtake, 
Fo credit fo unlikely a Command. 
And you return full of the ſame Preſumption, 
T'affront me with your Love? 
Tor. If *tis Preſumption for a Wretch condemn'd 
To throw bimſelf beneath his Judpe*s Feet: 
A Boldneſs more than this I never knew; 
Or, if! did, *rwas only to your Foes. 
Qu. You would infinuate your paſt Services, 
And thoſe, I grant, were great ; but you confeſs 
A Fault commitred fince, that cancels all. 
Tor. And who cou'd dare to diſavow his Crime, 
When that, for which he is accus'd and ſeiz'd, 
He bears about him till! My Eyes confeſs it; 
My every Action ſpeaks my Heart aloud. 
But, oh, the Madneſs of my high Attempt 
Speaks louder yer! and all together cry, 
I Love and I deſpair. 
Q Have you not heard, 
My Fecher, with his dying Voice, bequeath'd 
My Crown and me to Bertran? And dare you, 
A private an, preſume to love a Queen? | 
Tor That, that's the Wound! I ſee you ſet ſo high, 
As no Deſert or Services can reach, | 
Good Heav'ns, why gave you me a Monarch's Soul, 
And cruſted i- with baſe Plebeian Clay! 2 
Why gave you me Deſires of ſuch Extent, 
And ſuch a Span to graſp 'em? Sure my Lot 
By ſome o'cr-baſty Angel was miſplac'd 
In Fate's Eternal Volume! — But I rave, 
And, like a giddy Bird in Dead of Night, 
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Fly round the Fire that ſcorches me to Death. 
2. Yet, Tvrriſmond, you've not ſo ill deſerv d, 
But I may give you Counſel for your Cure. 
Tor. I cannot, nay I wiſh not to be cur d. 
Qu. [Afide.) Nor I, Heay'n knows! 
Tor. There is a Pleaſure ſure 
In being mad, which none but Madmen know ! 
Let me indulge it; let me gaze for ever! 
And, fince you are too great to be beloy'd, 
Be greater, greater,yet, and be ador'd. 
Qu. Theſe are the Words which I muſt only hear 


From Berirar's Mouth; they ſhould diſpleaſe from you: 


I fay they ſheuld; but Women are ſo vain 
To like the Love, though they deſpiſe the Lover, 
Yet, that I may not fend you from my Sight 
In abſolute Deſpair I pity you. 
Tor. Am I then pity'd! I have liv'd enough! 


Death, take me in this Moment of my Joy: 


But when my Soul is plung'd in long Oblivion, 
Spare this one Thought, let me remember Pity; 
And ſo deceiv'd, think all my Life was bleſs d. 
Qu. What if I add a little to my Alms? 
If that would help, I could caſt in a Tear 
To your Misfortunes. 
Toy. A Tear! You have oferbid all my paſt Sufferings; 
And all my future too! | 
Qu. Were I no Queen 
Or you of Royal Blood — | 
Tor. What have I loſt by my Fore-father's Fault? 
Why was not I the twentieth by Deſcent 
From a long reſtive Race of droning Kings? 
Love! what a poor Omnipotence haſt thou, 
When Gold and Titles buy thee? | 
Qu. [Sighs.] Oh, my Torture! 
Tor. Might i preſume, but, oh, I dare not hope 
Thai Sigh was added to your Alms for me! | 
Qu. I give you leave to gueſs, and not forbid you 


To make the beſt Conſtruction for your Love. 


Be ſecret and diſcreet; theſe fairy Favours 3 
Are loſt when not conceal'd; provoke not Bertrau. 
| Retire; 
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Retire: I muſt no more but this, —— Hope, Toyriſmond. 

Exit. 
Tor. She bids me hope; oh Heav'ns; ſhe pit ies wt 

And Pity ſtill torexun« approaching Love; 

As Ligh'ning does the Thunder! Tune your Harps, 

Angels. to that ſound; and thou, my Hearc, 

Make Room to enterrain thy flowing Joy. 

Hence all my Griefs. and every anxious Care: 

One Word, and one kind Glance, can cure Deſpair. 


[Exit. 


SCENE E Chamber. 
A Table and Wine ſet out. 


Enter Lorenzo, 

Lor. This may hit, *tis more than barely poſſible: for 
Fryars bave free Admittance into every Houſe, This Ja- 
cobin, whom | have ſent to, is her Confeſſor; and who 
can ſuſpect a Man of ſuch Reverence for a Pimp? Þil 

try for once: I'll bribe him high: for commonly none 
love Money better than they who haye made a Vow of 
Poverty. 


Enter Servant. 

Serv. There's a huge, fat, religious Gentleman coming 
up Sir; he ſays he's but a Fryar, but he's big enough to 
be a Pope; his Gills are as roſie as a Turkey-Cock; his 
great Belly walks in State before him like an Harbinger; 
and his gouty Legs come limping after it: Never was 
ſuch a Tun of Devotion ſeen. 0 

Lor. Bring him in, and vaniſh, CExip. 

Enter Father Dominick. | 

Ler. Welcome, Father, 85 

Dom. Peace be here: 1 thought 1 had been ſent for to 
a dying Man; to have fitted hi for another World. 

Lor. No, Faith, Father, I was never for taking ſuch 
long Journeys. Repoſe your ſelf, I beſeech you, Sir, if 
thoſe ſpindle Legs of yours will carry you to the next 
Chair. 

Dom. I am old, I am infirm, I muſt confeſs, with 


Is Faſting. 
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Lor. Tis a Sign by your wan Complexion, and your 


thin Jowls, Father. Come, — to our better Ac- 
quaintance: here's a Sovereign Remedy for old 
Age and Sorrow. | Drinks. 


Dom. The Looks of it are indeed alluring: I'll do 


you Reaſon; [ Drinks, 


Loy. Is it to your Palate Father? 

Dom. Se ond Thoughts, they ſay, are beſt: I] conſi - 
der of it once again, 5 [ Drinks. 
It has a moſt delicious Flavour with it. 
Gad forgive me, I have forgotten to drink your Health, 
Son, I am not us'd to be fo unmannerly. [Drinks again. 

Lor. No, I'll be ſworn by what I ſee of you, you are 
not: To the Bottom. I warrant him a 
true Church- man. Now. Father, to our vufi- 
neſs, tis agreeable to your Calling; I iatend to do an Act 
of Charity. | 

Dom. And I love to hear of Charity; tis a comfortable 
Subject. | | 

Lor. Being in the late Battle, in great Hazard of my 
Life, I recommended my Perſon to good S*'. Dominick. 

Dom. You cow'd not have pirch'd upon a better: he's 
a ſure Card: I never knew him fail his Votaries. 

Lor. Troth I een made bold to ftrike up a Bargain with 
him, that if 1 eſcap'd with Life and Plunder, I wou'd pre- 
ſent ſome Brother of his Order with Part of the Booty 
taken from the Infidels, to be employ'd in charitable 
Uſes. | 


Dom. There you hit him: St, Dominick loves Charity 


exceedingly : that Argument never fails with him, 


Lor. The Spoils were mighty; and 1 ſcorn to wron 


him of a Farthing. To mike ſhort my Story; I en- 


quir'd among the Facobins for an Almoner, and the 
neral Fame has pointed out your Reverence as the wor- 
thieſt Man: here are Fifty good Pieces in this 
Purſe. „ 
Dom. How, Fifty Pieces? tis too much, too much in 
Conſcience. LTD 
Lor, Here; take *em, Father. 


Dom. No, in Troth, I dare not: do not tempt me to 
break my Vow of Poyerty, | Lor. 
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Lor. If you are modeſt, I muſt force you: for I am 


ſtrongeſt. 
Dom, Nay, if you compel me, there's no contending ; 


but will you ſet your Strength againſt a decrepit, poor 


old Man? {Takes the Purſe, 
As I ſaid 'tis too great a Bounty; but St. Dominic hall 
owe you another Scape: I'll put him in Mind of you. 

Lor. If you pleaſe, Father, we will not trouble him *till 
the next Battle. But you may do me a greater Kindneſs, 
by conveying my Prayers to a Female Saint. 

Dom. A Female Saint! good now, good now, how 
your Devotions jump with mine! I always lov'd the Fe. 
male Saints. | 

Ley. I mean a Female, mortal, Married-Woman-Saint : 
Look upon the Super ſcription of this Note; you know 


Don Gomez his Wife. Gives him a Letter, 


Dom. Who, Donna Elvira? I think I have ſome Rea- 


ſon: I am ber Ghoſtly Father. 
Lor. J have ſome Bufineſs of Importance with her, 


which I have communicated in this Paper; but her Hus- 
band is fo horribly given to be jealous 
Dom. Ho, jealous? he's the very Quinteſſence of Jea- 


louſie: he keeps no Male Creature in his Houſe: and 


from abroad he lets no Man come near her. 

Loy. Excepting you, Father. 

Dom. Me, I grant you: I am her Director and her 
Guide in Spiritual Affairs. But he has his Humours 


with me too: for t'other Day, he calld me Falſe A- 


ſtle. 


1 Did he ſo? that reflects upon you all; on my 
Word, Father, that touches your Copy- hold. If you 


wou'd do a meritorious Action; you might revenge tte 
Church's Quarrel, ——— My Letter, Father. 

Dom. Well, fo far as a Letter, I will take upon me: 
for what can I refuſe to a Man fo charitably given? 

Lor. If you bring an Anſwer back, that Purſe in your 


Hand has a Twin-brother, as like bim as ever he can 


look: there are Fifty Pieces lye dormant in it, for more 
Charities. NS 


Dom. That muſt not be: not a Farthing more upon 


II 
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my Prieſthood. But what may be the Purport 
and Meaning of this Letter; that I confefs a little trou- 
bles me. | | 

Lor. No Harm, I warrant you. 
Dom. Well, you are a charitable Man; and I'll take 
your Word: my Comfort is, 1 know not the Contents; 


and ſo far I am blameleſs. But an Anſwer you ſhall 


have: though not for the Sake of your Fifty Pieces more: 


1 have ſworn not to take them: they ſhall not be alto- 
gether Fifty: 


your Miſtreſs, forgive 

me that I ſhould call her your Miſtreſs, I meant Elvira, 

lives but at next Door: PI] viſit her immediately : but not 

a Word more of the nine and Forty Pieces, 
Loy, Nay, I' wait on you down Stairs. Fift 

Pounds for the Poſtage of a Letter! to ſend by the Chur 

is certainly the deareft Road in Chirſtendom, Exeum. 


SCENE à Chamber. 
Enter Gomez, and Elvira, 

Gom. Heneeforth I baniſh Fleſh and Wine: I'll have 
none ſtirring within theſe Walls theſe twelve Months. 

Av. I care not; the ſooner I am ſtarv'd, the ſooner I 
am rid of Wedlock. I ſhall learn the knack to faſt a-days; 
you have us'd me to faſting Nights already. 885 

Gom. How the Gipſey anſwers me! Oh, tis a moſt 
nororious Hilding! | | 

Elv. [Crying.) But was ever poor innocent Creature fo 


| hardly dealt with, for a little harmleſs Chat? 


Gom, Oh, the Impudence of this wicked Sex! Laſci- 
vious Dialogues are innocent with you! 


Av. Was it fuch a Crime to enquire how the Battle 


paſs'd ? - 
Gom. But that was not the Buſineſs, Gentlewoman ; 
you were not asking News of a Battle paſt; you were 
engaging for a Skirmiſh that was to come. | 
Elv. An honeſt Woman wou'd be glad to hear, that 
her Honour was ſafe, and her Enemies were lain. 
Gom. [In her Tone ] And to ask, if he were wounded 
in your Defence; and, in Caſe he were, to offer your 


ſelf 
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ſelf to be his Chirurgeon; then, you did not deſcribe 


your Husband to him, for a covetous, jealous, rich, old 


Huncks, 
| Elv. No, I need not: he deſcribes himſelf ſufficiently : 
but, in what Dream did I do this? 
Som. You walk'd in your Sleep, with your Eyes broad 
open, ar Noon Day; and dreamt you were talking to 
the f::re{aid Purpoſe with one Colonel Hernando. 
Elv. Who, dear Husband, WhO? | 
Gom. What the Devil bave I ſaid? You wou'd have 
farther Infor mation, wou'd you? 
Elv. No, but my dear, little, old Man, tell me now; 
that I may avoid him for your Sake. 
Gom. Get you up into your Chamber, Cockatrice; and 
there immure you ſelf: be confin'd, I ſay, during our 
Royal Pleaſure: But, firft, down on your Marrow-bones, 
upon your Allegiance ; and make an Acknowledgment of 
your Offences; for I will have ample Satisfaction. 


[Pulls ber down. 


Elv. 1 have done you no Injury, and therefore II. 
make you no Submiſſion: But Til complain to my 
Ghoſtly Father. e 

Gem. Ay; There's your Remedy: When you receive 


condign Puniſhment, . you run with open Mouth to your 


Conte ſſor; that Parcel of holy Guts and Garbidge; he 
muſt chuckle you and moan you: but Til rid my Hands 
of his Ghoſtly Authority one Day, [Enter Dominick. 
and make him know he's the Son of a [ſees him.] 
So; no ſooner conjure, but the Devil's in the 


Gom. Why, a Son of a Church, I hope there's no Harm 


in that, Father. | 
Dom. I will lay up your Words for you till time ſhall 
ſerve: and to-morrow I enjoin you to faſt, for Penance. 
Gom. [aſide.) There's no Harm in that; .ſhe ſhall faſt 
too: Faſting faves Money. 


Dom. [to Elvira.) What was the Reaſon that I ſound 


you upon your Knecs, in that unſeemly Poſture? 
Som. [aſide.] O horrible! to find a Woman upon her 
Knees, 


; 
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Knees, he ſays, is an unſeemly Poſture; there's a Prieſt 
for you! | 

Elv. [to Dom.] I wiſh, Father, you wou'd give me 
an Opportunity of entertaining you in private: I have 
ſomewhat upon my Spirits that preſſes me exceedingly. 

Dom. [ aſide.] This goes well: Gomez, ſtand you at a 
Diſtance, farther yet, — ſtand out of Ear-ſhot, —— 
I have ſomewhat to ſay to your Wife in private. 

Gom. [ aſide.) Was ever Man thus Prieft-ridden? would 
the Steeple of his Church were in his Belly: I am ſure 
there's Room for it. | 

Elv. I am aſhim'd to acknowledge my Infirmities ; 
but you have been always an indulgent Father; and there- 
fore I will venture, to, and yet I dare not, — 

Dom. Nay, it you are baſhful;——if you keep your 
Wound from the Knowledge of your Surgeon; 
El. You know my Husbend is a Man in Years; but 
he's my Husband: and therefore I ſhall be ſilent: but his 
Humours are more intolerable than his Age: he's grown 
ſo froward. ſo covetous, and ſo jealous, that he has 
turn'd my Heart quite from him; and, If I durſt confeſs 
it, has forc'd me to caſt my Affections on another Man. 

Dom. Good: hold, hold; I meant abominable : 
—— Pray Heaven this be my Colonel, [ aſide. 

Ely. J have ſeen this Man, Father; and have encourag'd 
his Addreſſes: he's a young Gentleman, a Soldier, of a 
moſt winning Carriage; and what his Courtſhip may 
2 at laſt, I know not; but I am afraid of my own 

railty. 

Dom. [aſide.] Tis he for certain: — ſhe has ſay'd the 
Credit ot my Function, by ſpeaking firſt; now I muſt 
take Gravity upon me. . 

Gom. [ aſide. This Whiſpering bodes me no Good for 
certain; but he has me ſo plaguily under ihe Laſh, that 
I dare not interrupt him. 

Dom. Daughter, Daughter, do you remember your 
Matrimonial Vow? | 

Elv, Yes, to my Sorrow, Father, I do remember it: 
a miſerable Woman it has made me: but you know, Fa- 
ther, a Marriage-Vow is but a thing of courſe, which all 
Women take, when they wou'd get a Husband, Dom. 
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Dom. A Vow is a very ſolemn thing: and 'tis good to 
keep it: but, notwithſtanding; it may be bro- 
ken, upon ſome Occaſions. + Have you ſtriven 
with all your Might againſt this Frailty ? 

Elv, Yes, I have ſtriven; but I found it was apainſt 
the Stream. Love, you know, Father, is a great Vow- 
maker; but he's a greater Vow-breaker. 

Dom. Tis your Duty to ſtrive always: but, notwith- 
ſtanding, when we have done our utmoſt, it extenuates 
the Sin, _ 

Gom. I can hold no longer Now, Gentlewoman, 
you are confeſſing your Enormities; J know it, by that 

ypocritical, down-caſt Look: enjoin her to fit bare 
upon a Bed of Nettles, Father; you can do no leſs in 
Conſcience. | 

Dom, Hold your Peace; are you growing malapert? 
will you force me to make Uſe of my Authority ? your 
Wite's a well. diſpos d and a virtuous Lady; I ſay it, In 
verbo Sacerdotis. = 
Elv. I know not what to do, Father; I find my ſelf 
_» «nl defnaraty Condition x: and 7 ic obo Oolwel tos 
Love of me. 

Dom. The Colonel, ſay you! I wiſh it be not the ſame 
young Gentleman I know: *Tis a gallant young Man, I 
muſt confeſs, worthy of any Lody's Love in Chriſten- 
dom; in a lawful Way, I mean; of ſuch a charming Be- 
haviour, ſo bewitehing to a Woman's Eye; and further- 
more, ſo charitably given; by all good Tokens, this mutt 
be my Colonel Hernando. 

Elv, Ay, and my Colonel too, Father: I am overjoy'd; 
and are you then acquainted with him? 

Dom. Acquainted with him! why, he haunts me up 
and down: and, I am afraid, it is for Loye of you: for 
he preis d a Letter upon me, within this Hour, to deliver 
to you: I contels, 1 receiv'd it, leſt he ſhould ſend it by 
ſome other; but with full Reſolution, never to put it in- 
to your Hands. | 

Elv. Oh, dear Father, let me have it, or I ſtall dye. 

Gom. Whiſpering ſtill! A Pox of your cloſe Commit. 
tee! II liſten, I'm reſoly d:. [$164k _ 

| | 2 
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Dom. Nay, if you are obſtinately bent to ſee it. 
uſe your Diſcretion, but for my Part, I waſh my Hands 
on't., —— What makes you lining there? pet farther off; 
I preach not to thee, thou wicked Eves-dropper, 

Elv. I'll kneel down, Father, as if I were taking Ab- 
ſolution, if you'll but pleaſe to ſtand before me. 

Dom. At your Peril be it then. I have told you the ill 
Conſequences ; & liberavi animam meam. Your Re- 
putation is in Danger, to ſay nothing of your Soul. Not- 
withſtanding, when the Spiritual Means have been apply'd, 
and fails: in that Caſe, the Carnal may be us d, 
You are a tender Child, you are; and muſt not be put 
into Deſpair: your Heart is as ſoft and melting as your 
Hand, [ He ſtrokes her Face; takes her by the Hand 

and gives the Letter. 

Gom. Hold, hold, Fa her, you go beyond your Com- 
2 Palming is always held foul Play amongft Game- 

ers. 

Dom. Thus, good Intentions are miſconſtruded by wick- 
ed Men: you wil never be warn'd 'ti you are excom- 
municate, = 

Gom. [aſide.] Ah, Devil on him; there's his Hold! if 


therewere no more in Excommunication than the Church's 


Cenſure, a wiſe Man wou'd lick his Conſcience whole 
with a wet Finger: but, if I am excommunicate, I am 
out-law'd; and then there's no calling in my Mony. 
Elv. [riſmg.] 1 have read the Nate, Father, and will 
ſend him an Anſwer immediately; for I know his Lodg- 
ings by his Letter. | 
Dom. I underſtand it not, for my Part; but I wiſh 
your Intentions be honeſt. Remember, that Adultery, 
though it be a filent Sin, yet it is a crying Sin alſo. Ne- 
vertheleſs, if you believe abſolutely he will dye, ucleſs 
you pity him: to ſave a Man's Life is a Point of Cha- 
rity; and Actions of Charity do alleviate, as 1 may fay, 
and take off from the Mortaliry of the Sin. Farewell, 


Daughter, — Gomez, cheriſh your virtuous Wife; 
and thereupon I give you my BenediCtiag. [ Gomg: 
Com. Stay; I i conduct you to the Door, that I 
may 
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may. be {ure you ſtea] nothing by the Way. 
wear not their long Sleeves for nothing. 
Judas Iſcariot. 


Pray, Vives and Virgins, at your Time of Need, 


For a True Guide, of my Good Father's Breed. [Exit. 
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A TM. SCENE E 
SCENE The Street. 


Enter Lorenzo in Fryar's Habit, meeting Dominick. 


Lor. E Ather Dominick, Father Dominick; Why in ſuch 


Dom. It ſhou'd ſeem a Brother of our Order. 
Lor. No, faith, I am only your Brother in Iniquity-: 
my Holineſs, like yours, is meer Out. ſide. 


Dom. What! my noble Colonel in Metamorphoſis! On 
what Occaſion are you transform'd? 


Lor. Love; Almighty Love; that which turn'd Jupiter 


into a Town-Bull, has transform'd me into a Fryar: 1 
mow had a Letter from Elvira, in Anſwer to that J ſent 
ou. | 
1 You ſee I: have deliver d my Meſſage faithfully; 
I am a-Fryar of Honour where I am engag d. 

Lor. O, I underſtand your Hint: the other Fifty. Pieces 
are ready to be condemn'd to Charity. 

Dom. But this Habit, Son, this Habit! 

Lor. Tis a Habit, that in all Ages has been friendly to 
Fornication: You have begun the Deſign in this Cloath- 
ing, and I'll try to accompliſh it. The Husband is ab- 
ſent; that evil Counſellor is remoy'd; and the Sovereign 


is graciouſly diſpos d to hear my. Grievances, - 


awa 


Fryars 
Ob, *tis a 
| [Exit after the Fryar. 
Elv. This Fryar is a comfortable Man! He will under- 
ſtand nothing of the Buſineſs; and yet does it all. 


Dem. Go to; go to; I find good Counſel is but thrown. 
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away upon you: Fare you well, fare you well, Son! 
ah | | | 

Lor. How! will you turn Recreant at the laſt Caſt? 
You muſt along to countenance my Undertaking: We 
are at the Door, Man. | | 

Dom. Well, I have thought on't, and I will not go. 

Lor. You may ſtay, Father; but no fifty Pounds with- 
out it; that was only promis'd in the Bond: But the 
Condition of this Obligation is ſuch, That if the above- 
named Father, Father Dominick, do not well and faithfully 

rform 

Dom. Now I better think on't, I will bear you Com- 
pany; for the Reverence of my Preſence may be a Curb 
to your Exorbirancies. 

Lor. Lead up your Myrmidon, and enter, [Exenn. 

Enter Elvira, in her Chamber. 

Elv. Hell come, that's certain; young Appetites are 
Tharp, and ſeldom need twice bidding to ſuch a Ban- 
quet —— Well, if I prove frail, as I hope I ſhall not till 
I have compaſs'd my Deſign, never Woman had ſuch a 
Husband to provoke her, ſuch a Lover to allure, her, or 
ſuch a Conſeſſor to abſoive her. Of what am I afraid 
then? not my Conſcience, that's ſafe enough ; my ghoſt- 
ly Father has given it a Poſe of Church-Opium to lull 
it: Well, for ſoothing Sin, I'll fay that for him, he's a 
Chaplain for any Court in Criſtendom; | 

Enter Lorenzo and Dominic. 

O, Father Dominic, what News? How, a Companion 
with you! What Game have you in hand, that you hunt 
in Couples? | : i 

Lor. [liſting up his Hood,] I'll ſhew you that immedi- 
ately. 

Ely. O, my Love! 

Lor. My Life! 

Elv. My Soul! [They embrace. 

Dom. I am taken on the ſudden with a grievous Swim- 
ming in my Head, and ſuch a Miſt before my Eyes, that 
I can neither hear nor ſee. | 


Elv. Stay, and ll fetch you ſome comfortable Water. 


Dom. 
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Dom. No, no; nothing but the open Air will do me 
good, T'Il take a Turn in your Garden; but remember 
that I truſt you both, and do not wrong my good Opi- 
nion of you. 1 [Exit Dominic. 

Elv. This is certainly the Duſt of Gold which you 
have thrown in the good Man's Eyes, that on the ſudden 
he cannot ſee; for my Mind miſgives me, this Sickneſs 
of his is but Apocryphal! 

Loy. Tis no Qualm of Conſcience Til be ſworn, You 
fee, Madam, tis Intereſt governs all the World: He 
p__ againſt Sin; why? becauſe he pets by't: He 

olds his Tongue: why? becauſe ſo much more is bid- 
den for his Silence. | 

Elv. And ſo much for the Fryar. | 

Loy. Oh, thoſe Eyes of yours reproach me juſtly, that 
I negle& the Subject which brought me hither. 
| v. Do you conſider the Hazard I have run to ſee 

you here? if you do, methinks it ſhou'd inform you, 
that I love not at a common Rate, 

Lor. Nay, if you talk of conſidering, let us confider 
why we are alone, Do you think the Fryar left us to- 
gether to tell Beads? Love is a kind of penurious God, 
very niggardly of his Opportunities; he muſt be watch'd 
like a hard-hearted Treaſurer, for he bolts out on the 
ſudden, and if you take him not in the Nick, he ya- 
niſhes in a Twinkling, 

Elv. Why do you make ſuch haſte to have done lo- 
ving me? You Men are all ike Watches, wound up for 
ſtriking Twelve immediately; but after you are ſatisfied, 
the very next that follows, is the ſolitary Sound of fingle 
One. 5 | 
Loy. How, Madam! do you invite me to a Feaſt, and 
then preach Abſtinence ? | 

Elv. No, I invite you to a Feaſt where the Diſhes are 
ſerv'd up in order: You are for making a haſty Meal, 
and for chopping up your Entertainment, like an hun- 
ory Clown. Truſt my Management, good Colonel, and 
call not for your Deſſert too ſoon: Believe me, that which 
comes laſt, as it the ſweeteſt, ſo it cloys the ſooneſt, 


.@ 
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Tor. I perceive, Madam, by your holding me at this 

Diſtance, that there is ſomewhat you expect from me: 

What am I to undertake or ſuffer c'er [ can be happy? 

Alu. I muſt firſt be ſatisfied that you love me. 

' Lor. By all that's holy, by theſe dear Eyes. | 
Ev. Spare your Oaths and Proteſtations; I know you 

*-Gallants of the time have a Mint at your Tongue's End 

to coin them. | 

Lor. You know you cannot marry me; but, by Hea- 
vens, if you were in a Condition 
| Elv. Then you would not be fo prodigal of your Pro- 
miſes, but have the Fear of Matrimony before your Eyes. 
ln few Words, if you love me, as you profeſs, deliver me 
from this Bondage, take me out of Egypt, and I'll an- 
der with you as far as Earth, and Seas, and Love can 
Carry us. 

i Lor. I never was out at a mad Frolick, though this is 
the maddeſt I ever undertook. Have with you, Lady 
mine, I take you at your Word; and if you are for a 
merry Jaunt, Vil try for once who can foot it fartheſt : 
There are Hedges in Summer, and Barns in Winter to 

be found: I with my Knapſack, and you with your Bot- 
tle at your Back: We'll leave Honour to Madmen, and 
KRiches to Knaves; and travel till we come to the Ridge 

of the World, and then drop together into the next. 

Elv. Give me your Hand, and ſtrike a Bargain, 
| [He takes her Hand and Kiſſes it. 
Lor. In Sign and Token whereof the Parties interchan- 
2's ay, and ſo forth When ſhould I be weary of 
-$ ſealing upon this ſoft Wax? 

+ , Elv, O heavens! I hear my Husband's Voice, 
13 Enter Gomez. _ 
| Gom. Where are you, Gentlewoman? there's ſome- 
thing in the Wind I'm ſure, becauſe your Woman would 

have run up Stairs before me; but I have ſecur'd her be- 
"17 low witha Gag in her Chaps —- Now, in the De- 
vis Name, what makes this Fryar here again? I do not 
like theſe frequent Conjunctions of the Fla and Spitit; 
they are bodin z. | . 


Elv. 


il 


1 
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Elv. Go hence, Good Father; my Husband you ſee is 
in an ill Humour, and I would not have you witneſs of 
his Folly. | [Lorenzo going. 

Gom. [running to the Door.] By your Reverence's Fa- 
your, hold a little, I muſt examine you ſomething better 
before you go. Hey-day! who have we here? Father Do- 
minic is ſhrunk in the Wetting two Yards and a Half a- 
bout the Belly. What are become of thoſe two Tim- 
ber- logs that he usd to wear for Legs, that ſtood ſtrut- 
ting like the two black Poſts before a Door? I am afraid 
ſome bad Body has been ſetting him over a Fire in a 


great Cauldron, and boil'd him down half the Quantity 


for a Receipt. This is no Father Dominic, no huge o- 
ver- grown Abbey · lubber; this is but a diminutive ſucking 
Fryar: As ſure as a Gun now, Father Dominic has been 
ſpawning this young flender Anti-chriſt. | 

Elv. [ Aſide.) He will be found, there's no Prevention. 

Gom. Why does he not ſpeak? What! is the Fryar poſ- 
ſeſs d with a dumb Devil? if he be, I ſhall make bold to 
conjure him. | | 

Elv. He's but a Novice in his Order, and is injoyn'd 
Silence for a Penance. 

Gom. A Novice, quoth-a; you would make a Novice 
of me too if you could: But what was his Buſineſs here? 
Anſwer me that, Gentlewoman, anſwer me that. 

Elv. What ſhould it be, but to give me ſome ſpiritual 
Inſtructions ? 

Gem. Very good; and you are like to edify much from 
a dumb Preacher. This will not paſs; I muſt examine 
the Contents of him a little cloſer : O thou Confeſſor! 
confeſs who thou art, or thou art no Fryar of this World. 

Ke comes to Lorenzo, who ſtruggles with him: his Habit 

flies open, and diſcovers @ Sword: Gomez ſtarts back. 
As 1 live, this is a manifeſt Member of the Church mi- 
litant. : | 

Tor. [Afide.] I am diſcoyer'd; now Impudence be my 


Refuge. — Yes, faith 'tis I; honeſt Gomez; thou ſcelt 


I ufe thee like a Friend; this is a familiar Viſit. 
Gom. What! Colonel Hernando rurn'd a Fryar! who 
could have ſuſpeRed you for ſo much Godlineſs? 3 
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Lor. Een as thou ſeeſt, I make bold here. 

Gom. A very frank manaer of procceding; but I do 
not wonder at your Viſit, after ſo friendly an invitation 
as I made you. Marry, I hope you will excuſe the Blun- 
derbuſſes tor not being in readineſs to falute you; bur let 
me know your Hour, and all ſhall be mended another 
time. Why 
Lor. Hang it, I hate ſuch ripping up of old Unkindneſs : 
I was upon the Frolick this Evcning, and came to vilit 
thee in Maſquerade, | 

Gom, Very likely; and not finding me at home, you 
were forc'd to toy away an Hour with my Wife, or fo. 

Lor. Right; thou ſpeak'ſt my very Soul. 

SGom. Why, am not I a Friend then to het you out? 
you would have been fumbling half an Hor for this Ex- 
cuſe But, as | remember, you pumis it ſtorm 
my Citadel, and bring your Regiment of red l cuſts up- 
on me for free Quarter: I find, Colonel, by your Habit, 
there are black Locuſts in the World as well as red. 

Elv. [ Aſide.) When comes my Share of the Reckon- 
ing to be call'd for? N 


Lor. Give me thy Hand; Thou art the honeſteſt, kind - 
Man; I was reſoly'd I would not out of thy Houſe till L 


had ſeen thee, 
Sam. No, in my Conſcience, if I had ſtaid abroad till 


Midnight. But, Colonel, you and I ſhall talk in another 
Tone hereafter; I mean, in cold Friendfhip, at a Bar 


before a Judge, by the way of Plaintiff and Defendant, 
Your Excuſes want ſome Grains to make *em current: 
Hum and Ha will not do the Bu ſineſs There's a 


modeſt Lady of your Acquaintance, ſhe has f@ much 


Grace to make none at all, but ſilently to cotfaſs the 
Power of Dame Nature working in her Body to youth- 
ful L 5 
How he got in I know not, unleſs it were by ver- 
tue of his a 4 9 85 


Com. Ay, ay, the Vertues of that Habit are known a- 


* | | Fay 
Etv, I could not hinder his Entrance, for de #gok ime 

| unprovided. | | E nh e 
mas Vo H Gon, 


) 
| 


1 


170 Tie SPANISH FRYAR. 
Gom. To reſiſt him. 
| Ev. Pm ſure he has not been here above a Quarter of 
J. an Hour. 

Gom. And a Querter of that time would have ſerv'd 
thy Turn: O thou Epiteme of thy virtuous Sex! Madam 
Meſjaliza the Second, retire to thy Apartment: I have an 
Aſſignation there to make with thee, 

Elv. I am all Obedience [Exit Elvira, 

Lor. I find, Gomez, you are not the Man I thought 
you: We may meet before we come to the Bar, we may, 
and our Differences may be decided by other Weapons 
than by Lawyers Tongues, In the mean time no ill 
Treatment of your Wife, as you hope to dye a natural 
Death, and go to Hell in your Bed. Bilbo is the Word, 
remember that and tremble — He's going out. 

Enter Dominic. | 

Dom. Where is this naughty Couple? where are you, in 
the Name of Goodneſs? My Mind miſgave me, and Idurſt 
truſt you no longer with your ſelves: Here will be fine 
Work, Pm afraid, at your next Confeſſion. 

Lor. [ Afide.] The Devil is punctual, I ſee; he has paid 
me the Shame he ow'd me; and now the Fryar is com- 
ing in for his Part too. | | 

Dom. Seeing Gom. ] Bleſs my Eyes! what do l ſee? 

Gom. Why, you ſee a Cuckold of this honeſt Gentle- 
1 man's making; I thank him for his Pains. . 
C Dom. 1 confeſs I am-aſtoniſh'd! 5 
[Ft SGom. What, at a Cuckoldom of your own Contri- | 

vance! your Head-piece and his Limbs have done my Bu- \ 
i ſineſs Nay, do not look fo ſtrangeiy: remem- 
[| ber your own Words, Here will be fine Work at your 
[| next Confeſſion. What naughty Couple were they whom 
| you durſt not truſt together any longer? when the hypo- 
critical Rogue bad truſted *em a full Quarter of an Hour ; 
and, by the way, Horns will ſprout in leſs time than 
Muſhrooms. Ts | 

Dom. Beware-how you accuſe one of my Order upon 
light Suſpicions. The naughty Couple that 1 meant, 
3 were yeur V. ife end you, whom !] left rogether with 
=. great Animoſities on both Sides. Now that was the 2 
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cCaſion, mark me, Gomez, that | thought it convenient to 


return again, and not to truſt your enraged Spirits too 
long together. Vou might have broken out into Revi- 
lings and matrimonial Warfare, which are Sins; and new 
Sins make work for new Confeſſions, 

Lor. | Aſide.) Well ſaid, i faith, Fryar; thou art come 
oft thy ſelt, but poor I am left in Limbo. | 

Gom. Angle in ſome other Ford, good Father, you 
ſhall catch no Gudgeons here. Look upon the Priſoner 
at the Bar, Fryar, and inform the Court what you knovy 
concerning him; he is arraign'd here by the Name of Co- 
lonel Hernando. 

Dom. What Colonel do you mean, Gemex? I ſee no 
Man but a reverend Brother of our Order, whoſe Profeſ- 
ſion I honour, but whoſe Perſon I know not, as I hoe 
for Paradiſe. 5 

Gom. No, you are not acquainted with him, the more's 
the Pity; you do not know him, under this Diſguiſe, for 
the greateſt Cuckold- maker in all Spain. 

Dom. O Impudence! O Rogue! O Villain! Nay, if he 
be ſuch a Man, my righteous Spirit riſes at him! Does 
dp on holy Garments for a Cover-ſhame of Lewd- 
nels? | | 

Gom. Yes, and he's in the right on't, Father: When a 
ſwinging Sin is to be committed, nothing will cover 
it ſo cloſe as a Fryar's Hood; for there the Devil plays 
at Bo-peep, puts out his Horns to do a Miſchief, and 
_ ſhrinks em back for Safety, like a Snail into her 

ell. 

Lor. LAſide.] It's beſt marching off while I can retreat 
with Honour, There's no truſting this Fryar's Conſci- 
ence; he has renounc'd me already more heartily than 
cer he did the Devil, and is in a fair way to proſecute 
me for putting on theſe holy Robes. This is the old 
Church-trick; the Clergy is ever at the Bottom of the 
Plot, but they, are wiſe enough to {lip their own Necks 
out of the Collar, and leave the Laity to be fairly hang'd 
for it | [ Exit x7 

Gom, Follow your Leader, Fryar; your Colonel is 


troop'd off, but he had not gone ſo eaſily, if 1 durſt have 


H 2 ttruſted 
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truſted you in the Houſe behind me. Gather up your 


gouty Legs, I ſay, and rid my Houſe of that huge Body 


of Divinity, 

Dom. | expect ſome Judgment ſhou'd fall upon you 
for your want of Reverence to your Spiritual Director: 
ger, Covetouſneſs, and Jealouſie will weigh thee 

own, 

Gom. Put Pride, Hypocriſie, and Gluttony into your 
Scale, Father, and you ſhall weigh againſt me: Nay, and 
Sins come to be divided once, the Clergy puts in for nine 
Parts, and ſcarce leaves the Laity a Tythe. 

Dom. How dar'ſt thou reproach the Tribe of Lexi? 

Gom. Marry, becauſe you make us Lay-men of the 
Tribe of Iſſachar. You make Aſſes of us, to bear your 
Burthens: When we are young, you put Paniers upon us 
with your Church-Diſcipline; and when we are grown 
up, you load us with a Wife: After that, ycu procure for 
other Men, and then you load our Wives too. A fine 
Phraſe you have amongſt you.to draw us into Marriage, 
you call it Settling of a Man; juſt as when a Fellow has 
got a ſound Knack upon the Head, they ſay he's ſettled: 


Marriage is a ſettling Blow indeed. They ſay every thing Fa 


in the Wor'd is good for ſomething, as a Toad, to ſuck 
up the Venom 'of the Earth; but I never knew what a 
Fryar was good for, till your Pimping ſhow'd me. 


L om. Thou ſhalt anſwer for this, thou Slanderer; thy | 


Offences be upon thy Head. 

Com. | believe there are ſome Offer ces there of your 
planting. [Exit Dominic. 
Lerd, Lord, that Men fl.ould have ſenſe enough to ſet 
Snares in their Warrens to catch Pol-cats and Foxes, and 

et 
F Want Wit a Prieſt-trap at their Door to lay, 
For holy Vermin that in Houſes prey. [ Exit Gomez. 


SCENE «= Bed-chamter. 


Queen, and Tereſa, _ 
Ter, You are no: What you were ſince Yeſterday; 


' Yeur Food forſakes you, and your needful Reſt: 


' You pine, you languiſn, love to be alone; 
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300 Think much, ſpeak little, and, in ſpeaking, ſigh. 
| When you ſee Torriſmond, you are unquiet; 
you But when you ſee him not, you are in Pain. : | 
Ou. O let em never love, who never try'd! : 
Hes . They brought a Paper to me to be ſignd; | 
Thinking on him, I quite forgot my Name, 
your And writ, for Leonora, Torriſmond. 
and ] went to Bed, and to my ſelf I thought 
nine That I wou'd think on Torriſmond no more: 
Then ſhut my Eyes, but cou d not ſhut out him. 
ö Ĩ turn'd, and try d each Corner of my Bed, 
ks | Jo find if Sleep were there, bur Sleep was lo. 
„e + Fev'riſh, for want of Reſt, I roſe, and wal d. 
you | od, by the Moon-ſhine, to the Windows went; 
a us | erbere, thinking to exclude him from my Thoug its, 
"i | 1 caſt my Eyes upon the neighbouring Fields, 
6 5 And, ere I was aware, ſigh'd to my ſelf, 
NG There fought my Torriſmond. 
2 Ter. What hinders you to take the Man you love? 
has The People will be glad, the Soldier ſhout, 


tled: | 4 And Bertras, though repining, will be awd. 


yg 1 4, I fear to try new Love, 
ot As Boys to venture on the unknown .Ice, 
at A That crackles underneath em while they ſlide. 


——— -—_—_— 


Oh, how ſhall I deſcribe this growing Ill! 
thy |.  Betwixt my Doubt and Love, methinks, I ſtand 
- Altring, like one that waits an Ague Fit; 
** And yet, wou'd this were all! 
* Ter. What fear you more? 
| 9 u. I am aſham'd to ſay, tis but a Fancy. 
and At Break of Day, when Dreams, they ſay, are true, 


- 
2 
A 


A drowzy Slumber, rather than a Sleep, 
Seiz d on my Senſes, with long Wercking worn. 
merz. Miethought I ſtood on a wide River's Bank, 
Which I muſt needs o'erpaſs, but knew not how; 
When, on a ſudden, Torriſmond appear'd, 
Save me his Hand, and ſed me lightly o'er, 


＋ 5 


1 © Leaping and bounding on the Billows Heads, 


ili fafcly we bad reach'd the farther Shore, [ſcope 
= Ter, This Dream portends ſome Ill which you ſhail 
H 3 Woud 
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Wou'd you fee fairer Viſions? Take this Night 
Your Torriſmond within your Arms to ſleeps 
And, to that End, invent ſome apt Pretence 
To break with Bertran: Twou'd be better yet, 
Could you provoke him to give you th' Occaſion, 
And then to throw him off. 

Enter Bertran at à Diſtance. 

Ou. My Stars have ſent him; 


For, fee he comes: How gloomily he looks! 


If he, as I ſuſpect, have found my Love, 
His Jealouſy will furniſh him with Fury, 
And me with Means to part. | 
Bert. [ Aſide.] Shall J upbraid her? Shall I call her falſe? 
If ſhe be falſe, tis what fhe moſt deſires. | 
My Genius whiſpers me, Be cautious, Bertran ! 


Thou walk'ſt as on a narrow Mountain's Neck, 


A dreadful Height, with ſcanty Room to tread. 
Su. What Bus'neſs have you at the Court, my Lord? 

Bert. What Bus'neſs, Madam? 

Ou. Yes, my Lord, what Bus neſs? 

"Tis fom<what ſure of weighty Conſequence 
That brings you here ſo often, and unſent for. 

Bert. | Aſide.) Tis what I fear'd; her Words are cold e- 
To freeze a Man to Death, —— May I preſume ¶ nough 
To ſpeak, and to complain? 

Su. They who complain to Princes think em tame: 
Whar Bull dares bellow, or what Sheep dares bleat 
Within the Lion's Den? En | 

Bert. Yet Men are ſuffer'd to put Heav'n in mind 
Of promis d Bleſſings, for they then are Debts. gives 

Qu. My Lord, Heav'n knows its own Time when to 
But you, it ſeems, charge me with Breach of Faith. 

Bert. I hope I need not, Madam: 

But as when Men in Sickneſs lingring lye, x 
They count the tedious Hours by Months and Years; 
So every Day deferr'd to dying Lovers, 
Is a whole Age of Pain, | 

4. What if Ine er conſent to make you mine? 
My Father's Promiſe ties me not to Time; 
And Bonds without a Date they ſay are void. 


Bert. 
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Bert, Far be it from me to believe you bound: 
Love is the freeſt Motion of our Minds; 
O could you ſee into my ſecret Soul, 
There you might read your own Dominion doubled, 
Both as a Queen and Miſtreſs. If you leave me, 
Know ] can dye, but dare not be diſpleas'd. 
Qu. Sure you affect Stupidity, my Lord, 
Or give me Cauſe to think, that when you loſt 
Three Battles to the Moors, you coldly ſtood 
As unconcern'd as now. 
Bert. I did my beſt; 
Fate was not in my Power. 
Du. And with the like tame Gravity you ſaw * 
A raw young Warrior take your baffled Work, 
And end it at a Blow. 7 
Bert. I humbly take my Leave; but they who blaſt 
Your good Opinion of me, may have Cauſe 
To know I am no Coward. [ He is going. 


4. Bertran, ſtay : 

2 This may produce ſome diſmal Conſequence 
To him whom dearer than my Life I love. 

To him.] Have I not manag d my Contrivance well, 

To try your Love, and make you doubt of mine? 
Bert. Then was it but a Tryal? 

Methinks I ſtart as from ſome dreadful Dream, 

And often ask my (elf if yet I wake. 

Aſide.) This Turn's too quick to be without Deſign; 
I'll ſound the Bottom of't e er I believe. 

Qs. 1 find your Love, and wou'd reward it too, | 
But anxious Fears ſollicit my weak Breaſt, ; 
1 fear my People's Faith: | = 
That hor-mouth'd Beaſt that bears apaiaſt the Curb, 

Hard to be broken even by lawful Kings, MD 
2 _ by Uſurpers. 
udge then, my Lord, with all theſe Cares oppreſt 
it . think of Love. | 8888 a 

Bert. Believe me, Madam, 9 
Theſe Jealoulies, however large th ſpread, 
Have but one Root, the old miprifon d King; 
Whoſe Lenity firſt pleas d the gaping Crowd: 
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But when long try'd, and found ſupinely good, 

Like AÆſep's Log, they leapt upon his Back. 
Your father knew m well; and when he mounted, 
He rein'd em ſtrongly, and he ſpurr'd them hard; 

And, but ke durſt not do it all at once, 

He had not left alive this patient Saint, 

This Anvil of Affronts, but ſent him hence 
To hold a peaceful Branch of Palm above, 

And hymn it in the Quire. : 

Su. You've hit upon the very String, which teuch'd, 
Ectices the Sound, and jars within my Soul 
There lies my Grief. 
Bert. So long as there's a Head, 

Thither will all the meunting Spirits fly; 

'Lep that but off, and then 
Lu. My Virtue ſhrinks from ſuch an horrid Act. 
Bert. Ibis 'tis to have a Virtue out of Seaſon. 

Mercy is gcod, a very good dull Virtue; 

Pur Kings mifiake its timing, and are mild 
When may Courage bids em be ſevere. 

Petter be eiue Gi.ce, than anxious ever. 

Remove this threztuing Danger from your Crown, 


And then ſecurely take the Man you love, ; 
Qu. walking aſ:de.) Hal let me think of that: The Man 
*Tis u ue, this Murther is the only Means ll love? 


That can ſecure my Throne to Torriſmond. 
Nay more, this Execution done by Bertran, 
Makes him the Object of the Peoples Hate. 12 
Bert. [ 4{de.) The more ſhe thinks, twill work the 
ſtronger in her. | | 
Qu. [4ſide.] How eloquent is Miſchief to perſwade! 
Few dre ſo wicked as to take Delight 
In Crimes unprofitable, nor do I: 
If then I break divine and human Laws, 
No Bribe but Love cou'd gain fe bad a Cauſe. 
Bert. Vcu anſwer nothing! 
| Wy 'Tis of deep Concernment, 
Ard ] a Woman ignorant and weak; 
J leave ir all to you; think what you do, 
You do for him 1 love. A 
Bert, 


#0 
- . _ 
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Bert. [ Aſide.) For him fhe loves? 
She nam'd not me; that may be Torriſmond, 
Whom ſhe has thrice in private ſeen this Day: 
Then I am finely caught in my own Snare. 
Il think again Madam it ſhall be done; 
And mine be all the Blame. Exit Bertran. 
| #. ©, that it were! I wou'd not do this Crime, 
And yet, like Heaven, permit it to be done. 
The Prieſthood groſly cheat us with Free-will: 
Will to do what, but what Heaven firſt decreed? 
Our Actions then are neither good nor gl, 
Since from eternal Cauſes they proceed: 
Our Paſſions, Fear and Anger, Love and Hate, 
Meer ſenſeleſs Engines that are mov'd by Fate; 
Like Ships on ſtormy Seas without a Guide, 
Toft by the Winds, 8nd driven by the Tide. 
: Enter Torriſmond. 
Torr. Am I not rudely bold, and preſs too often - 

Into your Preſence, Madam? If I am 

D. No more, leſt I ſhou'd chide you for you Stay: 
Where have you been, and how. cou'd you ſuppoſe 
That I cou'd live theſe two long Hours without you? 

J᷑)0ꝛrr. O, Words to charm an Angel from his Orb! 
Welcome as kindly Showers to long-parch'd Earth! 

? Baut I have been in ſuch a diſmal Place, | 
Where Joy ne er enters, which the Sun neer chears, 
Bound in with Darkneſs, over-ſpread with Damps; - 

V here I have ſeen (if I could. fay I ſaw) 

The good old King, majeſtick in his Bonds, 

And 'midſt his Griefs moſt venerably great: 
By a dim winking Lamp, which feebly broke 
The gloomy Vapours, he lay ſtretch'd along 
Upon th' unwholſome Earth, his Eyes fix'd upwards 

And ever and anon a ſilent Tear 

Stole down and trickled from his hoary Beard. 

Qu. O Heaven, what have I done! my gentle Love, 
y lake 


lere end thy fad Diſcourſe, and for m 

Caaſt off theſe fearful melancholy Thoughts. | 
3 Torr, My Heart is wither'd at that piteous Sight. 

As early Bloſſoms ae with Eaſtem Blaſts; s 


= 
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He ſent for me, and, white I rais d his Head, 
He threw his aged Arms about my Neck; 
And, ſeeing that I wept, he preſs' d me cloſe: 
So, leaning Cheek to Cheek, and Eyes to Eyes, 
We mingled: Tears in a dumb Scene of Sorrow. 
Qu. Forbear: you know not how you wound my Soul. 
Torr. Can you have Grief, and not have Pity too? 
He told me, when my Father did return, 
He had a wond'rous Secret to diſcloſe: 
He kiſs'd me, bleſs'd me, nay, he call'd me Son; 
He prais'd my Courage; pray'd for my Succeſs: 
He was ſo true a Father of his Country, 
To thank me, for defending ev'n his Foes, 
Becauſe they were his Subjects. 
Qu. If they be; then what am I? _ 
Torr. The Sovereign of my Soul, my earthly Heaven, 
Qu. And not your Queen? 
To; r. You are ſo beautiful, . 
So wond'rous fair, you juſtify Rebellion: 
As if that faultleſs Face could make no Sin, : 
But Heaven, with looking:on it, muſt forgive. 
Ou. The King muſt dye, he muſt, my Torriſmund; 
Though Pity. ſoftly plead within my Soul, 
Jet he muſt dye, that I may make you. great, 
And give a Crown in Dowry with my Love. 
Torr. Periſn that Crown--- on any Head but yours. 
O, recolle& your Thoughts! 
Shake not his Hour-glaſs, when his haſty Sand 
Is ebbing to the laſt: | 
A little longer, yet a little longer, | 
And Nature drops him down, without your Sin; 
Like mellow Fruit, without a Winter-Storm. 
#; Lt me but do this one Injuſtice more: 
His Doom is paſt; and, 1ur your Sake, he dyes. 
Torr. Wou d you, for me, have done fo ill an Act, 
And will not do a good one? Ju | 
Now, by your Joys on Ear th, your Hopes in Heaven, 
O ſpare this great, this good, this aged Kinn 
And ſpare your Soul the Crime! 
Eu. The Crime's not mine; 


"Twas 
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*T'wras firſt propog'd, and muſt be done, by Berfyany 
Fed with falſe Hopes to gain my Crown and me: 

I, to inhance his Ruin, gave no Leave; 

But barely bad him think, and then reſolve. 
* Torr. In not 8 command the Crime; 

Think, timely think, on the laſt dreadful Day ; 

How will you tremble, there to ſtand expos d, 

And foremoſt in the Rank of guilty Ghoſts, 8 
That muſt be doom'd for Murther? think on Murther: 
That Troop is plac'd apart from common Crimes, 

The damn d themſelves ſtart wide, and ſhun that Band, 


* 2 As far more black, and more forlorn than they. 


Qu. is terrible, it ſhakes, it ſtaggers me; 

I knew this Truth, but I repell'd that Thought; 

Sure there is none but fears a future Statez 

And, when the moſt obdurate ſwear they do not, 

Their trembling Hearts belye their boafting Tongues. -. 

„ « Enter Tereſa. 

Send {ſpeedily to Bertran; charge him ſtrickly 

Not to proseed, but wait my farther Pleaſure. 

Ter. Madam, he ſends to tell you, Tis perform 1 

b Exit. 
Porr. Ten thouſand Plagues conſume him, Furie; drag 


2 

os TM: 

* <P 
* 


. © Fiends tear him: blaſted be the Arm that ſtruck, [him, 


The Tongue that order d; only ſhe be ſpar d, 
That bined not the Deed. of 8 where Was then 
Or bent their idle Rage on Fields and Tree, 


WMhen Vengeance call dem here? 

Qa. Sleep that Thought too, 

Dis done, and ſince tis done, tis paſt recal: 
And ſince tis paſt recal, muſt be forgotten. 


- 15 Fa 
EN 


> Torr, O, never, never, ſhall it be forgotten. 
High Heaven will not forget it, After- ages 


1 i Shall with a fearful Curſe remember ours; 
And Blood ſhall never leave the Nation more! 


* 
+ ov 


Qa. His Bedy ſhall be Royally interr'd, 
And the laſt Funeral-Pomps adorn'd his H. re; 
I wy ſelf, (as I have Cauſe too juſt ) 
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Be the chief Mourner at his Obſequies: 

And yearly fix on the revolving Dax 

The ſolemn Marks of Mourning, to attone, 
And expiate my Offeaces. 

Torr. Nothing can, 

But bloody Vengeance on that Traytor's Head, 
Which, dear departed Spirit, here 1 vow. 

Qu. Here end our Sorrows, and begin our Joys: 
Love calls, my Torriſmond; though Hate has rag d, 
And rul'd the Day, yet Love will rule the Night. 
The ſpiteful Stars have ſhed their Venom down, 
And now the peaceful Planets take their Turn, 

This Deed of Bertran's bas remov'd all Fears, 
And giv'n me juſt Occaſion to refuſe him. 

What hinders now, but that the holy Prieſt 

In ſecret joyn our mutual Vows? and then 
This Night, this happy Night, is yours and mine. 

Torr. Be ſtill my Sorrows and, be loud, my Joys. 
Fly to the utmoſt Circles of the Sea, | 
Thou furious Tempeſt, that haſt toſs'd my Mind, 
And leave no Thought, but Leonora there... 
What's this I feel a boding in my Soul ? 


As if this Day were fatal; be it ſo; 


Fate ſhall but have the Leavings of my Love: 
My Joys are gloomy, but withal are great; 
The Lyon, though he ſees the Toils are ſer, - 
Yer, pinch'd with raging Hunger, ſcow'rs away, 
Hunts in the Face of Danger all the Day; 
At Night, with ſullen Pleaſure, grumbles o'er his Prey. 
| [ Exeunt, 
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ern 
SCENE before Gomeꝛ' Door. 


4 E!nter Lorenzo, Dominick, and two Soldiers ar 
9 a Diſtance. 


Dom. 1 LL not way an Ace farther: The whole World 
. ſhall not bribe me to it; for my Conſcience will 

| digeſt theſe groſs Enormities no longer. 
Tor. How, thy Conſcience not digeſt em! There's 
neer a Fryar in Spain can ſhew a Conſcience, that comes 
gear it for Digeſtion: It digeſted Pimping, when I ſent 
thee wich my Letter: and it digefted Perjury, when thou 
Fort thou did ſt not know me: I'm ſure it has digeſted 
"me Fifty Pound of as hard Gold as is in all Barbary: Pr'y- 
"thee, why ſhould'tt thou diſcourage Fornication, when 

© thou knoweſt thou loveſt a ſweet young Girl? 


Dom. pod aways I do not love 'em 5 —— phan; no, | 


[its] I do not love a pretty Girl; — you are ſo 
|  wapgiſh ;- [pits again. 
1 I Ter. Why thy Mouth waters at the very Mention of 
them. 
: Dom. You take a mighty Pleafure in Defamation, Co- 
7t, © Honel; but 1 wonder what you find in running reſtleſs u 


and down, breaking your Brains, emptying your Purſe, 
WW 5. wearing out your Body, with hunting after unlawful. 
ame. 

* 5 Lor. Why there's the Satisfaction on't. 


* 


ter, Colonel, than to accuſe a Church- man 
"> * | x 75 0 


5 r * 
"8 


* 
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to a Church-man: in the Common Cauſe we are all of 2 


Piece; we hang together, 


Lor. Aſide.] If you don't, it were no Matter if you did 
Dom. Nay, if you talk of dg” I'll peach firſt, and 
ſee whoſe Oath will be believ'd; VI] trounce you for of- 
fering to corrupt my Honeſty, and bribe my Conſcience; 
you ſhall be ſummon'd by an Hoſt of Paritours; you ſhall 
be ſentenc'd in the Spiritual Court; you ſhall. be excom- 
municated; you fhall be outlaw'd; + and 
[ Here Lorenzo takes a Purſe, and plays with it, and 


at laft, lers the Parſe fall chinking on the Ground; 


which the Fryar eyes. 
In another Tone.) 1 ſay, a Man might do this now, if | 


he were malieiouſly diſpos'd, and had a Mind to bring 


Matters to Extremity; but, conſidering, that you are my 
Friend, a Perſon of Honour, and a worthy good charita- 
ble Man, I wou'd rather dye a thouſand Deaths than diſ- 
| [ Lorenzo tales up the Purſe, and pours it into the _ 

Fryar's Sleeve. 5 5 

Nay, good Sir; nay, dear Colonel; O Lord, Sir, what 
are you r Rare! profeſs this muſt not be: without 
this I wou'd have ſerv'd you to the uttermoſt; pray com- 
mand me: a jealous, foul-mouth'd Rogue this Gomez is: 
I faw how he us'd you, and you mark d how he usd 
me too: O he's a bitter Man ; but we'll join our Forces; 
ah, ſhall we, Colonel? we'll. be reveng d on him with a 


Witneſs. 


Lor. But how ſhall I ſend: her Word to be ready at the 
Door, (for I muſt reveal it in Confeſſion to you,) that! 
mean to carry her away this Evening, by the Help of 
theſe two Soldiers? I know Gomez ſuſpects you, and you 
will hardly gain Admittance. 

Dom. Let me alone; I fear him not; I am armed with 
the Authority of my Cloathing ; yonder I 1{e:: him keeping 


Centry at his Door: have you never ſeen a Citizen, in a 


cold Morning, clapping his Sides, and walking forward 


and backward, a mighty Pace before. his Shop? but I'll 
gain the Paſs, in Spight of his Suſpicion; ſtand you aſide, 


and do but mark how I accoſt him, 
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| Lor. If he meet with a Repulſe, we muſt throw off thF 


— 


Fox's Skin, and put on the Lyon's: Come, Gentlemen, 
yeu'l! ſtand by me. 
Sold. Do not doubt us, Colonel. | 
I hey retire all three to a Corner of the Stage, Domi- 
0 nick goes to the Door where Gomez ſtands. 
Don. Good Even, Gomez, how does your Wife? 
Gom. Juſt as you'd have her, thinking on nothing, but 
her dear Colonel, and conſpiring Cuckoldom apainſt me. 
Dom. I dare fay, you wrong her, ſhe is employing her 


© Thoughts how to cure you of your Jealouſie. 


om. Yes, by Certainty. . 
Dom. By your Leave, Gomez; I have ſome ſpiritual 


| Advice to .mpart to her on that Subject. 


> Gomz, You may ſpare your Inſtructions, if you pleaſe, 


- "Father, ſhe has no farther Needof them. 


Dam. How, no Need of them!) Do you ſpeat in Riddles? 
Gm. Since you will have me ſpeak plainer; ſhe has 


7 ms ſo well already by your Counſel, that ſhe can ſay 


Leſſon, without your teaching: Do you underſtand | 


me now? | 


Dom, I muſt not neglect my Duty, for all that; onee 


- "again, Gomez, by your Leave. 
Som. She's a little indifpor'd at preſent, and it will not 


"be convenient to diſturb her. 
EP [Dominick offers to go by him, but Fother ſtands 


Dom. Indiſpos d, fay you? O, it is upon thoſe Occa- 
Pons that a Confeſſor is moſt neceſſary; I think, it was 


y good Angel that ſent me hither ſo opportunely. 


Som. Ay, whoſe good Angels ſent you hither, that yu 


"beſt know, Father. 
Dom. A Word or two of Devotion will do her no 


Harm I'm fare. 


Ga. A little Sleep will do her more Good I'm fare : 


Vou know ſhe disburthen'd her Conſcience but this Mor- 
ung to you. 
Dom. But, if ſhe be ill this Afternoon, ſhe may\ have 
"mew Occaſion to confeſs. | 


Sem. Indeed, as you order Matters with the Colonel, 


8 ol 
NUI WOES 
me ns 


,” 
5 


184 The SPANISH FRYAR. 


| 

| 

| ſhe may have Occaſion of confeſſing her ſelf every Hour 
| Dom. Pray, how long has ſhe been fick ? 

Gom, Lord, you will force a Man to ſpeak; why ever 
i fince your laſt Defeat. | 
ſt Dom. This can be but ſome light Indiſpoſition, It will 
1 not laſt, and I may ſee her. 

0 Gom. How, not laſt! I fay, it will laſt, and it ſhall laſt; 

| 1 ſhe ſhall be ſick theſe ſeven or eigbt Days, and perhap; 


2 


longer, as I ſee Occaſion: what; | know the Mind of her 
Sickneſs a little better than you do. 


| Dom. 1 find then, I muſt bring a Doctor. 
ſl Gom, And he'll bring an Apothecary, with a chargeable 
| long Bill of A4na's: thoſe of my Family have the Grage 
to dye cheaper: in a Word, Sir Dominick, we underftand 
one another's Bufineſs here: I am reſolv'd to ſtand like | 
the Swiſs of my own Family, to defend the Entrance; *t 
| | you may mumble over your Pater Noſters, if you pleaſe, 


1 and try if you can make my Doors fly open, and batter « 
i down my Walls, with Bell, Book, and Candle; But I am 
[ not of Opinion, that you are holy enough to commit 1 
1 Miracles. 7 7 
"ft Dom. Men of my Order are not to be treated after this 


Manner. | 1 
Gom. I would treat the Pope and his Cardinals in the | 
ſame Manner, if they offer d to ſee my Wife, without my | 
Dom. I excommunicate thee from the Church, if thou | 
do'ſt not open, there's Promulgation coming out. | 
Gom. And I excommunicate you from my Wife, if 
ou go to that; ; there is Promulgation for Promulgation, 
and Bull for Bull; and ſo I leave you to recreate your 
ſelf with the End of an old Song ————— ad Sorrow 
came to the old Fryar. 4 [ Exit, 
Lorenzo comes to him. 

Lor. I will not ask you your Succeſs; for I overheard 
Part of it, and ſaw the Concluſion; I find we are nor, 
put upon our laſt Trump; the Fox is earth'd, but I ſhall * 

- fend my two Terriers in after him. 

Sid. I warrant you, Colonel, we'll unkennel him. 

Lor. And make what Haſte you can, to bring out the i 
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Lady: What ſay you, Father? Burglary is but a venial Sin 
among Soldiers. 


Dom. I ſhall abſolve them, becauſe he is an Enemy of 
the Church 


There is a Proverb, I confeſs, which 
ſigs, That dead Men tell no Tales; but let your Soldiers 


apply it at their own Perils. - 7 
Lor. What, take away a Man's Wife, and kill him too! 


The Wick ednets of this od Villain ſtartles me, and gives 
me a Twinge for my own Sin, though it comes far ſhort 


of his: Hark you, Soldiers, be ſure you uſe as little Vio- 


lence to him as is poſſible. 


Dom. Hold, a little, ] have thought better how to ſo- 


eure him, with leſs Naqþer to us. 
Tor. O Miracle, the Fryar is grown conſcientious! 


Dom. The old King you know is juſt murther'd, and 
the Perſons that did it are unknown; let the Soldiers 
ſeize him for one of the Aſſaſſinates, and let me alone to 
aceuſc him afterwards, 

Tor. I cry thee Mercy wich all my Heart, for ſuſpect- 


ing a Fryar of the leaſt Good- nature; what, wou'd you 


accuſe him wrong fully? 


Dom. I muſt contels, tis wrongful quoad hoc, as to the 
Ferrit elf; but tis rightful quoad bunc, as to this here- 


tical Rogue, whom we mult diſpatch: He has rail'd a- 
inſt the Church, which is a fouler Crime than the 
ther of a thouſand Kings; Orme majus continet in ſe 
aus: He that is an Enemy to the Church, is an Enemy 


_ unto Heaven; and he that is an Enemy to Heaven, wou'd 
ee kill'd the King if he had been in the Circumſtances 
doing it; ſo it is not wrongful to accuſe bim. 

Tor. | never knew a Church-man, if he were perſo- 
"nally offended, bur he would bring in Heaven by Hook 
or; Crook into his Quarrel, Soldiers, do as you were firſt 


er d [ Exunt Soldiers. 


5% Dom. What was't you order'd *em? Are you ſure it's 
fe, and not ſcandalous? uy | 
Lor. Somewhat near your own Deſign, but not alto- 


her ſo miſchievous; the People are infinitely: diſcon- 


1 1 ted, as they have Reaſon; and Mutinies there are, or 


ill be, againſt the Queen; now I am content to put 
him 
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him thus far into the Plot, that he ſhould be ſecur'd as 3 


Traytor; but he ſhall only be Priſoner at the Soldiers 
age and when I am out of Reach, he ſhall be re- 
eas'd. 


Dom. And what will become of me then? for when | 


heis free, he will infallibly accuſe me. 
Lor. Why then, Father, you muſt have Recourſe to 
your infallible Church-remedies, Lie impudently, and Swear 


devoutly, and, as you told me but now, let him try whoſe - 


Oath will be firſt beliey'd, Retire, I hear em coming, 
| | [ They withdraw, 
Enter the Soldiers with Gomez ſtruggling on their Backs. 


Gom. Help, good Chriſtians, help Neighbours; my WW 


Houle is broken open by Force, and I am raviſh'd, and 
ara like to be aſſaſſinated. What do you. mean, Villains? 


will you carry me away like a Pedlar's Pack upon your 


Backs? will you murther a Man in plain Day-light? 


Firſt Soldier. No; but we'll ſecure you for a Traytor, 


and for being in a Plot againſt the State. 


Gom. Who, I in a Plot! O Lordi O Lord! I never durſt 


be in a Plot: Why, how can you in Conſcience ſuſpe& 
a rich Citizen of ſo much Wit as to make a Plotter? 
There are none but poor Rogues, and thoſe that can't 
live without it, that are in Plots. | 

Second Soldier. Away with him, away with him, | 
Gom. O my Gold! my Wife! my Wife! my Gold! As1 


hope to be ſav'd now, I know no more of the Plot than 


they that made it. They carry him off, and exeunt. 

Lor. Thus far we have ſaibd with a merry Gale, and 
now we have the Cape of good Hope in fight; the Trade- 
wind is our own, if ve can but double it. | 


[He looks out. 


4 7de.] Ah, my Father and Pedro ſand at the Corner 


of the Street with Company, there's no ſtirring till they 
are paſt! | Ws 
; h Enter Elvira with a Casket. 

Etv, Am I come at laſt into your Arms? 

Lor. Fear nothing; the Adventures ended; and the 
Knight may carry off the Lady ſafely. 
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Elv. Im ſo overjoy'd, I can ſcarce believe I am at Li- 


berty; but ſtand panting, like a Bird that has often beaten 
her Wings in vain againſt her Cage, and at laſt dares hard- 
Iy venture out, though ſhe ſees it open. 


Dom. Loſe no Time, but make haſte while the Wa 


is free for you; and thereupon I give you my Benedictt- 
3 


Lor. Tis not ſo free as you ſuppoſe; for there's an old 


Gentleman of my Acquaintance that blocks up the Paſſage 
at the Corner of the Street. 


Dom. What have you gotten there under your Arm; 


Daughter? ſomewhat, I hope, that will bear your Charges 
in your Pilgrimage. 


Lor. The Fryar has an Hawk's Eye to Gold and Jewels. 
Elv. Here's that will make you dance without a Fid- 


ö dle, and provide better Entertainment for us than Hedges 


in Summer and Barns in Winter. Here's the very Heart, 


and Soul, and Life-Blood of Gomez; Pawns in abundance, 


old Gold of Widows, and new Gold of Prodigals, and 


. Pearls and Diamonds of Court Ladies, till the next Bribe 
helps their Husbands to redeem em. 


Dom. They are the Spoils of the Wicked, and the 


Church endows you with em. 


Lor. And, faith, we'll drink the Church's Health out of 


; 5 them. But all this while I ſtand on Thorns; pry'thee, 
Dear, look out, 2nd ſee if the Coaſt be free for our Eſcape; 
for I dare not peep for fear of being known. 


[Elvira goes to look, and Gomez comes running in u 
ber: She ſhrieks ut. | at 


N SGom. Thanks to my Stars, I have recoverd my own 
7 Territories 
Tm betray d! 


What do I ſee! I'm ruin'd! Pm undone! 


Dom. [ Aſide.) What a hopeful Enterprize is here ſpoil'd? 
Gom. O, Colonel, are you there? and you, Fryar? nay, 


| i then I find how the World goes. 


Lor. Chear up, Man, thou art out of Jeopardy; I heard 


\ 1 thee crying out juſt now, and came running in full Speed 
with the W. 


ings of an Eagle and the Feet of a Tyger to 


Gow 
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Gom. Ay, you are always at hand to do me a Covrteſie 
with your Eagle's Feetand your Tyger's Wings ; and, what 
were you here for, Fryar? 


Dom. To interpoſe my ſpiritual Authority in your Be. 


half. | 
Gem. And why did you ſhriek out, Gentlewoman ? 

Elv. Twas for Joy at your Return. | 

Gom. And that Casket under your Arm, for what End 
and Purpoſe? 

Elv. Only to preſerve it from the Thieves. 

Gom. And you c:me running out of Doors —— 

Flv. Only to meet you, ſweer Husband. 


Gom, A fine Evidence ſum'd up among you; thank you 


heartily; you are all my Friends. The Colonel was walk. 
ing by accidentally, and hearing my Voice, came in to 
ſave me; the Fryar, who was hobling the ſame way too, 


accidentally again, and not knowing of the Colonel | 


warrant you, he comes in to pray for me; and my faith- 
ful Wife runs out of Doors to meet me with all my 
Jewels under her Arm, and ſhrieks out for Joy at my 
Return. But if my Father-in-law had not met your So]- 
ciers, Colonel, and deliver d me in the Nick, I ſhould nei. 
ther have found a Friend nor a Fryar here, and might hay: 
fhriek'd out for Joy my ſelf for the Loſs of my Jewels 
and my Wife. TE 

Dom. Art thou an Infidel? Wilt thou not believe us? 

Gem, Such Church- men as you weu'd make any Men 
vn Infidel: Get you into your Kennel, Genflewoman ; [ 


* 


. 


W 


ſhall thank you within Doors for your ſafe Cuſtody of a 


my Jewels, and your own. ¶ Hethruſts his Wife off the Stage, 
Exit Elvira, 


As for you, Colonel Huff. cap. we ſhall try before a Civil 


Magiſtrate who's the greateſt Plotter of us two, I againſt | 


the State, or you againſt the Petticoat. 


Lor. Nay, if you will complain, you ſhall for ſome. 


thing. | [Beats him. 

Som. Murther! Murther! I give up the Ghoſt! I am 
deſtroy d! belp! Murther! Murther! | | 
Dom. Away, Colonel, let us fly for our Lives; the 

Neighbours are coming out with Forks, and Fire-ſho- 


yels, ; . 
L 
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teſe Wels, and Spits, and other domeſtick Weapons; the Mili- 
hat tis of a whole Alley is rais'd againſt us. 
Tor. This is but the Intereſt of my Debt, Maſter Uſu- 
Be. ren the Principal ſhall be paid you at our next Meeting. 
Dom Ah, if your Soldiers had but diſpatch'd him, his 
Tongue had been laid aſleep, Colonel; but this comes of 
not following good Counſel; ah 
12 [ Exeunt Lor. and Fryar ſeverally. 
Som. Vilbe reveng'd of him if I dare; but he's ſuch a 
terrible Fellow, that my Mind miſgives me; I ſhall trem- 
ble when I have him before the Judge: all my Misfortunes 
eme together: I have been robb'd, and cuckolded, and 
-  Taviſh'd, and beaten in one Quarter of an Hour; my poor 
alk. Uimbs ſmart, and my poor Head akes: ay, do, do, ſmart 
\ tn Umb, ake Head, and ſprout Horns; but I'll be hang d be- 
too, fore Il pity you: you mult needs be married, muſt ye? 


End 


el! There's tor that, [beats his own Head.) and to a fine, 


tb. Young, modiſh Lady, mult ye? there's for that too; and, 
- At Threeſcore, you old, doting Cuckold, take that Remem- 
- brance, — a fine Time of Day for a Man to be 
Soi. bond Prentrice, when he is paſt uſing his Trade; to ſet 
an Equipage of Noiſe, when he has moſt Need of 


w © "Quiet; irftead of her being under Cover-Baron, to be un- 
vel! e Covert-Feme my ſelf; to have my Body diſabld, and 
my Head fortified ; and, laſtly, to be crowded into a nar- 
do Box with a ſhrill Trebble,! [ bound, 
Vim That with one Blaſt, through the whole Houſe does 
1; 1 end fiſt taught Speaking-Trumpets how to ſound. = 
10 Exit. 
age, 
in, SCENE II. The Court. 
1 — K. Enter Ray mond, Alphonſo and Pedro. | 
— = © Raym. Are theſe, are theſe, ye Powers, the promis'd Joys, 
me. With which I flatter d my long, tedious Abſence, | 
Lin, find, at my Return, my Maſter murther'd? 
"mA that I cou'd but weep, to vent my Paiion! 


this dry Sorrow burns up all my Tears. 


che _*Kd/ph. Mourn inward, Brother; *tis obſery'd at Court, 
o. weeps, and who wears black; and your Return 
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Will fix all Eyes on every Act of yours, 
To ſee how you reſent King Sancho's Death. 


Raym. Wat generous Man can live with that Confiraint 


Upon his Soul, to bear, much leſs to fatter 

A Court like this! Can I {coth Tyranny? | 
Seem pleas d, to ſee my Royal Mafter murther'd, 
His Crown uſurp'd, a Diſtaff in a Throne, 

A Council made, of ſuch as dare not ſpeak, 

And eould not, if they durſt; whence honeſt Men 
Baniſh themſelves, for Shame of being there: 

A Government, that, knowing not true Wiſdom, 
Is ſcorn'd abroad, and lives on Tricks at home? 


Albh. Virtue muſt be thrown off, tis a coarſeGarmeut / 


Too heavy for the Sun-ſhine of a Court. 

Raym. Well then, I will diſſemble for an End 
So great, ſo pious, as a juſt Revenge: 
You'll joyn with me? | 

4b, No honeſt Man but muſt, 
Ped. What Title has this Queen but lawleſs Force? 
And Force mult pull her down. 

Alph. Truth is, I pity Leonora's Caſe; 
Forc'd, for her Safety, to commit a Crim 
Which moſt her Soul abhors. | 

Raym. All ſhe has done, or e' er can do, of Good, 
This one black Deed has damn'd. 

Ped. You'll hardly Joyn your Son to our Deſign, » 

Raym. Your Reaſon for't ? 

Ped. I want Time to unriddle it: 1 
Put on your t other Face; the Queen approaches. 

Enter the Queen, Bertran, and Attendants, 

Raym. And that accurſed Bertran 
Stalks cloſe behind her, like a Witch's Fiend, 
Preſſing to be employ'd; ſtand, and obſerve them. 


Deen to Bertran.] Bury'd in private, and fo ſuddenly! | 


It croſſes my Defign, which was Yallow 
The Rites of Funeral fitting his Degree, 
With all the Pomp of Mourning, 

Bert. It was not ſafe: 1 
Objects of Pity, when the Cauſe is new, 
Would work too fiercely on the giddy Crowd: 


© 
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Had Ceſar's Body never been expos d, 
; Brutus had gain'd his Cauſe. 
ain: D. Then, was he lov'd? 72 | 
Pert. O, never Man ſo much, for Saint-like Goodneſs. 
Ped. Aſide.] Had bad Men fear d him but as good Men 
He had not yet been Sainted. „ llov'd him. 
Ou. 1 wonder how the People bear his Death. 
Bert. Some Diſcontents there are; ſome idle Murmurs. 
- Ped. How, idle Murmurs! Let me plainly ſpeak: 
The Doors are all ſhut up; the wealthier Sort, 
With Arms a- croſs, and Hats upon their Eyes, 
Walk to and fro before their ſilent Shops: 
jent Whole Droves of Lenders crowd the Bankers Doors, 
T0 call in Money; thoſe who have none, mark 
Where Money goes; for when they riſe, tis Plunder: 
The Rabble gather round the Man of News, 
And liſten with their Mouths; | 
Some tell, ſome hear, ſome judge of News, ſome make 
And he who lyes moſt loud, is moſt beliey'd. [its 
Qu. This may be dangerous. 
KRaym. ¶ Aſide.] Pray Heaven it may. 
Bert. If one of you mult fall; | 
__*Self-Preſeryation is the firſt of Laws: 
And if, when Subjects are oppreſs'd by Kings, 
They juſtifie Rebellion by that Law; 
As well may Monarchs turn the Edge of Right 
To cut for them, when Self-defence requires it. 


9 Qu. When, and where? . 
Bert. No, I confeſs, you bad me not in Words; 
"The Dyal ſpoke not, but it made ſhrewd Signs, 
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And pointed full upon the Stroke of Murther ; 
Yet this you ſaid, ; 
You were a Woman ignorant and weak, 
So left it to my Care. 
Qu. What, if I faid, 
I was a Woman ignorant and weak, 
Were you to take th' Advantage of my Sex, 
And play the Devil to tempt me? You contriv d. 
You urg d, you drove me headlong to your Toils; 


And if, much tir'd, and frighted more, I paus d; 


Were you to make my Doubts your own Commiſſion? 
Bert. This tis to ſerve a Prince too faithfully; 


Who, free from Laws himſelf, will have that done, 


Which, not perform'd, brings us to ſure Diſgrace; 
And, if perform'd, to Ruin. 

u. This tis to counſel things that are unjuſt; 
Firſt, to debauch a King to break his Laws, 
(Which are his Safety) and then ſeek Protection 
From him you have endanger d; but, juſt Heaven, 
When Sins are judg' d, will damn the tempting Devil, 


More deep than thoſe he tempted. 


Bert. If Princes not protect their Miniſters, 
What Man will dare to ſerve them? 
4. None will dare 
To ſerve them ill, when they are left to Laws; 
But, when a Counſellor, to ſave himſelf, 


Would lay Miſcarriages upon his Prince, 
Expoſing him to publick Rage and Hate; 


O, 'tis an Act as infamouſly baſe, 

As, ſhould a common Soldier ſculk behind, 

And thruſt his General in the Front of War: 

It ſhews, he only ſerv'd himſelf before, 

And had no Senſe of Honour, Country, King; 


But center d on himſelf; and us'd his Maſter, 


As Guardians do their Wards, with Shews of Care, 
But with Intent to ſell the publick Safety, 
And pocket up his Prince. 
Ped. Aſide.] Well ſaid, i' faith; | 
This Speech is e en too good for an Uſurper. 
Bert. I ſee for whom I muſt be ſacrific d; 
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. Flew to prevent the ſoft Returns of Pity. 
 Raymn. O curſed Haſte, of making ſure a Sin 


is written here in Characters fo deep, 


That ſeven Years hence, (till then ſhould I not meet him,) 
Ang in the Temple then, I'll drag him thence. | 


| Ex 
DL. V | 
DL, Yo 
; "REP 
3 


32 
« 


The SpanisH FRYAR 193 


And, had I not been ſotted with my Z:al, 
I might have found it ſooner. 
.. From my Sight! ; : 
The Prince who bears an Inſolence like this, 
Is fuch an Image of the Powers above, 
As is the Statue of the Thundring God, 
Whoſe Bolts the Boys may play with. 
Bert. Unreveng'd | 5 
I will not fall, nor ſingle. [Exit cum ſuis. 
Queen to Raymond, who kiſſes her Hand. 
Ds. Welcome, welcome: 
I aw you not before: One honeſt Lord 
Is hid with Eaſe among a Crowd of Courtiers: 
How can I be too grateful to the Father 


Of ſuch a Son as Torriſmond ? 


- Raym. His Actions were but Duty. 
1. Yet, my Lord, 
All have not paid that Debt, like noble Torriſmond. 
You hear, how Bertran brands me with a Crime, 
Of which, your Son can witneſs, I am free; 
I fent to ſtop the Murther, but too late; 
For Crimes are ſwift, but Penitence is ſlow; 
The bloody Bertran, diligent in lll, 


Can you forgive the Traytor? 
. Never, never: 


Evin from the holy Altar to the Block. me, Juſtice, 


Vm. Aſide.] She's fir d, as I would with her; aid 


As all my Ends are thine, to gain this Point; 
And ruin both at once: It wounds indeed, [To her. 
To bear Affronts, too great to be forgiven, 


And not have Power to puniſh; yet one Way - 
ee is to ruin Bertran. | | | 4 


* 
+ EY 


WW. O, there's none; 


t an Hoſt from Heaven can make ſuch Hafte 


ve my Crown, as he will do to ſeize it: 


"wy 


194 The SPANISH FRYAR. 
You ſaw, he came ſurrounded with his Friends, 
And knew beſides, our Army was remov'd 

To Quarters too remote for ſudden Uſe. 

Raym. Yet you may give Commiſſion 

To ſome bold Man, whoſe Loyalty you truſt, 

And let him ra'ſe the Train-Bands of the City. | 
Qu. Groſs Feeders, Lyon-Talkers, Lamb-like Fighters, 
Raym. You do not know the Virtues of your City, 

What puſhing Force they have; ſome Popular Chief, 

More noiſy than the reſt, but cries Halloo, 

And, in a Trice, the bellowing Herd come out; 

The Gates are barr'd, the Ways are barricado'd, 

And One and All's the Word; true Cocks o' th' Game, 

That never ask, for what, or whom, they fight; 

But turn em out, and ſhew em but a Foe, 

Cry Liberty, and that's a Cauſe of Quarrel. 

Qu. There may be Danger, in that boiſt'rous Rout: 
Who knows, when Fires are kindled for my Foes, 

But ſome new Blaſt of Wind may turn thoſe Flames 

Againſt my Palace-walls? 

Raym. But ſtill their Chief 
Muſt be ſome One, whoſe Loyalty you truſt, 

— And who more proper for that Truſt than you, 
Whoſe Intereſts, though unknown to you, are mine? 
Alphonſo, Pedro, haſte to raiſe the Rabble, 

He ſhall appear to head em. SO 

Raym. | Aſide to Alphonſo and Pedro. ] Firſt ſeize Bertran, 
And then inſinuate to them, that I bring 
Their lawful Prince to place upon the Throne, 
 Alph. Our lawful Prince? 

Raym. Fear not; I can produce him, | 
| Ped. to Alph. Now we want your Son Lorenzo: what 

a mighty Faction | 
Would he make for us of the City-wives, 
With, Oh, dear Husband, my ſweet Honey Husband, 
Wo'a't you be for the Colonel; if you love me, 
Be for the Colonel; Oh, he's the fineſt Man! ¶ Exeunt. 

Raym. [ Aſide.] So, now we have a Plot behind the Plot; 

She thinks, ſhe's in the Depth of my Deſign, 
And that it's all for her; but Time ſhall ſhew, 
$nc only lives to help me ruin othrs 
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"And laſt, to fall her (elf. 
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Qu. Now, to you, Raymond: Can you gueſs no Reaſon 


Why 1 repoſe ſuch Confidence in you? 

You needs mult think, 

There's ſome more powerful Cauſe than Loyalty : 
Will you not ſpeak, to fave a Lady's Bluſh? 
Muſt 1 inform you, tis for Torriſmond, 


That all this Grace is ſhown? [I fear'd. 
Raym. [ Aſide.) By all the Powers worſe, worſethan what 


Qu. And yet, what need I bluſh at ſuch a Choice? 
I love a Man whom I am proud to love, 
And am well pleas'd my Inclination gives 
What Gratitude would force. O pardon me; 
I neer was covetous of Wealth before; 


Vet think ſo vaſt Treaſure as your Son, 


Too great for any private Man's Poſſeſſion; 

And him too rich a . to be ſet 

In vulgar Metal, or for vulgar Uſe. 

KRaym. Arm me with Patience, Heaven! 
Ou. How, Patience, Raymond! 

What Exerciſe of Patience have you here? 


What find yu in my Crown to be contemn'd? 


Or in my Perſon loath'd ? Have I, a Queen, 
Paſt by my Fellow-rulers of the World, 
Whoſe vying Crowns lay glittering in my way, 
As if the World were pav'd with Diadems? 
Haye I refus'd their Blood, to mix with yours, 
And raiſe new Kings from ſo obſcure a Race, 


Fate ſcarce knew where to find them when I call'd > 


Have I heap'd on my Perfon, Crown, and State, 
To load the Scale, and weigh'd my ſelf with Earth, 
For you to ſpurn the Balance? | 

4 T1 Bate the laſt, and tis what I would fay ; 
Can I. can any loyal Subject, ſee 
With Patience ſuch a Stoop from Sovereignty, 
An Ocean pour d upon a narrow Brook? 
My Zeal for you muſt lay the Father by, 


Ang plead my Country's Cauſe againſt my Son; 
What though his Heart be e his A Tone gallant, 
| e againſt a Crown, 
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Birth to match Birth, and Power to balance Power. 


#u. All theſe J have, and theſe I can beſtow); 
But he brings Worth and Virtue to my Bed; 
And Virtue is the Wealth which Tyrants want : 


I ſtand in need of one whoſe Glories may 


Redeem my Crimes, ally me to his Fame, 
Diſpel the Factions of my Foes on Earth, 
Diſarm the Juſtice of the Powers above. 


.Raym. The People never will endure this Choice, 


. If I endure it, what imports it you? 


Go raiſe the Miniſters of my Revenge, 
Guide with your Breath this whirling Tempeſt round, 
And ſee its Fury fall where I deſign; 


At laſt a time for juſt Revenge is given; 


Revenge, the darling Attribute of Heaven: 


But Man, unlike his Maker, bears too long; 
Still more expos'd, the more he pardons Wrong; 
Great in forgiving, and in ſuffering brave; 


To be a Saint, he makes himſelf a Slave. [Exit 


Queen 


Raym. | ſolus.] Marriage with Torriſmond! it muſt not be, 


By Heaven, it muſt not be; or, if it be, 


Law, Juſtice, Honour bid farewel to Earth, 


For Heaven leaves all to Tyrants. 
Enter Torriſmond, who kneels to him. 

Torr. O, ever welcome, Sir, 
But doubly now! You come in ſuch a Time, 
As if propitious Fortune took a Care, 
To ſwell my Tide of Joys to their full Height, 
And leave me nothing farther to deſire. 

| Raym. I hope I come in time, if not to make, 

At leaſt, to ſave your Fortune and your Honour: 
Take heed you ſteer your Veſſel right, my Son; 
This Calm of Heaven, this Mer maid's Melody, 
Into an unſeen Whirl- pool draws you faſt, 
And in a Moment ſinks you. | 

Torr. Fortune cannot, | 
And Fate can ſcarce; I've made the Port already, 
And laugh.ſccurely at the lazy Storm 
That wanted Wings to reach me in the Deep. 


Your Pardon, Sir; my Duty calls me hence; 
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Fpo to find my Queen, my earthly Goddeſs, _ 
To whom I owe my Hopes, my Life, my Love. 
Raym. You owe her more perhaps than you imagine 
Stay, I command you ſtay, and hear me firſt. | 
This Hour's the very Ole of your Fate, 
Your Good or Ill, your Infamy or Fame, 
And all the Colour of your Life depends 
On this important Now. 
Torr, I ſee no Danger; | 
The City, Army, Court eſpouſe my Cauſe, 
And, more than all, the Queen with publick Favour 


Indulges my Pretenſions to her Love. 


Raym. Nay, if poſſeſſing her can make you happy, 
Tis granted, nothing hinders your Deſign. 
Torr. If ſhe can make me bleſt? ſhe only can: 


| Empire, and Wealth, and all ſhe brings belide, 


Are but the Train and Trappings of her Love: 
The ſweeteſt, kindeſt, trueſt of her Sex, 


In whoſe Poſſeſſion Years roul round on Years, . 


And joys in Circles meet new Joys again: 
Kiſſes, Embraces, Languiſhing, and Death 


Still from each other to each other move, 


Fo crown the various Seaſons of our Love: 

And doubt you if ſuch Love can make me happy? 
Raym. V es, for I think you love your Honour more. 
Jorr. And what can ſhock my Honour in a Queen? 

Raym. A Tyrant, an Uſurper? | | 

© Torr, Grant ſhe be, | 

When from the Conqueror we hold our Lives, 

We yield our ſelves his Subjects from that Hour: 

For mutual Benefits make mutual Ties. 


Raym. Why, can you think I owe a Thief m Li 
Becauſe he took it not by lawleſs Force? + 1 


What if he did not all the 11! he cou ? 


Am I oblig'd by that t'aſſiſt his Rapines, 
And to maintain his Murthers? 


= Torr, Not to maintain, but bear em unreveng'd; 
+ Wops Titles commonly begin by Force, ; 
_- Which Time wears off and mellows into Right: — 
88 Power, which in one Age is Tyranny, © _ 
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Is ripen'd in the next to true Succeſſion: 
She's in Poſſeſſion. | | 
Raym. So Diſeaſes are: . 

Shou'd not a lingring Fever be remoy'd, 

Becauſe it long has rag'd within my Blood? 

Do I rebel when J wou'd thruſt it out? 

What, ſhall T think the World was made for one, 
And Men are born for Kings, as Beaſts for Men, 
Not for Protection, but to be devour'd? 

Mark thoſe who dote on arbitrary Power, 

And you ſhall find' em either hot-brain'd Youth, 
Or needy Bankrupts, feryile in their Greatneſs, 
And Slaves to ſome, to lord it o'er the reſt, 

O Baſeneſs, to ſupport a Tyrant Throne, 

And cruſh your tree-born Brethren of the World! 
Nay, to become a Part of Uſurpation; 

To eſpouſe the Tyrant's Perſon and her Crimes, 
And on a Tyrant get a Race of Tyrants, 

To be your Country's Curſe in After-ages. 

Torr, I ſee no Crime in her whom J adore, 

Or if I do, her Beauty makes it none: 

Look on me 2s a Man abandon'd o'er 

To an eternal Lethargy of Love; 

To pull, and pinch, and wound me, cannot cure, 
And but difturb the Quiet of my Death, 

ERaym. O Virtue! Virtue! what art thou become, 
That Men ſhould leave thee for that Toy 2 Woman, 
Made from the Droſs and Refuſe of a Man? 

Heaven took him ſleeping when he made her too; 

Had Man been waking, he had ne'er conſented, 

Now, Son, ſuppoſe | 

Some brave Conſpiracy were ready form'd 

To puniſh Tyrants, and redeem the Land, 

Cou'd you ſo far bely your Country's Hope, 

As not to head the Party? 5 
Torr, How cou'd my Hand rebel againſt my Heart? 
Raym. How cou'd your Heart rebel againſt your Reaſon! *» 
Torr, No Honour bids me fight againſt my ſelf; [ 
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The Royal Family is all extindt. 
And ſhe who reigns beſtows her Crown on me: 


ſon! he Secret is alone between us two; 
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So muſt I be ungrateful to the Living, 
. To be but vainly pious to the Dead, | 
While you defraud your Offspring of their Fate. . 
Raym. Mark who defraud their Offspring, you or I? 
For know there yet ſurvives the lawful Heir 
Of Sancho's Blood, whom when I ſhall produce, 
I reſt aſſur'd to ſee you pale with Fear, 
And trembling at his Name. | 
Torr. He muſt be more than Man who makes me trem- 
T dare him to the Field with all the Odds [ble: 
Of Juſtice on his Side, againſt my Tyrant: 
| Produce your lawful Prince, and you ſhall ſee 
How brave a Rebel Love has made your Son. = 
Raym. Read that: Tis with the Royal Signet ſign d, 
And given me by the King, when Time ſhou'd ſerve - 
To be perus'd by you. | 
Tory. reads.] I the King, 
My youngeſt and alone ſur vi ving Son, 
| Reported dead teſcape rebellious Rage, 
*Till happier Times ſhall call his Courage forth - 
To break my Fetters, or revenge my Fate, 
Iwill that Raymond educate as his, 
And call him Torriſmond | 
IF I am he, that Son, that Torriſmond, 
The World contains not fo forlorn a Wretch ! 
Let never Man believe he can be happy! | 
For when I thought my Fortune moſt ſecure, 
One fatal Moment tears me from my Joys: 
And when two Hearts were joyn'd by mutual Love, 
The Sword of Juſtice cuts upon the Knot, 
And ſevers em for ever. 
ERaym. True, it muſt. 


Torr, O cruel Man, to tell me that it muſt! 
If you have any Pity in your Breaſt, 

\ Redeem me from this Labyrinth of Fate, 

And plunge me in my firſt Obſcurity: 


77 


Ind though you wou'd not hide me from my {'f 

N et be kind, conceal me from the World,” 4; 

a be my Father ſtill, « 
I4 = Raym 
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Raym. Your Lot's too glorious, and the Proof's too 
Now, in the Name of Honour, Sir, I beg you [ plain, 
(Since I muſt uſe Authority no more) 

On theſe old Knees I beg you, ere I dye, 
That J may ſee your Father's Death reveng'd. 

Torr, Why, tis the only. Bus'neſs of my Life; 
My Order's iſſu'd to recall the Army, 

And Bertran's Death re ſolv'd. | 

Raym. And not the Queen's? O, ſhe's the chief Offen- 
Shall Juſtice turn her Edge within your Hand? [der! 
No, if ſhe ſcape, you are your ſelf the Tyrant, 

And Murtherer of your Father. 

Torr. Cruel Fates, 

To what have you reſerv'd me! 

Raym. Why that Sigh? 

Torr. Since you muſt know, (but break, O break, my 
Before I tel] my fatal Story out,) I [Heart 
Th Uſurper of my Throne, my Houſe's Ruin, 

The Murtherer of my Father, is my Wife! 

Raym. O Horror! Horror! After this Alliance 
Let Tygers match with Hinds, and Wolves with Sheep, 
And every Creature couple with his Fee, 

How vainly Man deſigns, when Heav'n oppoſes! 
I bred you up to Arms, rais'd you to Power, 
Permitted you to fight for this Uſurper, 
Indeed to ſave a Crown, not hers, but yours, 
All to make ſure the Vengeance of this Day, 
Which even this Day has ruin'd——One more Queſtion 
Let me but ask, and I have done for ever: | 
Do you yet love the Cauſe of all your Woes, 
Or is ſhe grown (as fure ſhe ought to be) 
More odious to your Sight than Toads and Adders? 
Torr. O there's the utmoſt Malice of my Fate, 
That I am bound to hate, and born to love! 
_ Raym, No more: — Farewel, my much lamented King, 
DAſide.] ] dare not truſt him with himſelf fo far, 
To own him to the People as their King, 
Before their Rage has finiſh'd my Deſigns 
On Bertran and the Queen, but in deſpight 
Ey'n of himſelf I'll aye him. [Exit Raymond, 
| __ Tor. 
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Jurr. *Tis but a Moment ſince I have been King, 
And weary on't already; I'm a Lover, 
And lor d, poſſeſs; 7 all theſe make me wretched; 
And Heav'n has giv'n me Bleſſings for a Curſe. 
With what a Load of Vengeance am I preſt, 


| Yet never, never, can I hope for Reſt; 


For when my heavy Burthen I remove, 
The Weight falls down, and cruſhes her I love. Exit. 


N : : 
W/ Wl 


ey 


SCENE A Bea-Chamber. 


Enter Torriſmond. 


Tory. J Ove, Juſtice, Nature, Pity, and Revenge, 
| Have kindled up a Wild- fire in my Breaſt, 
And I am all a Civil-War within! 
3 Enter Queen and Tereſa at a Diſtance. 
Iy Leonora there! | 
Mine! is ſhe mine? my Father's Murtherer mine? 
Oh! that 1 could, with Honour, love her more, 


Or hate her leſs, with Reaſon! See, ſhe weeps; 
Thinks me unkind, or falſe, and knows not why 


I thus eſtrange my Perſon from her Bed: 


- Shall 1 not tell her? no: *twill break her Heart: | 
*She'll know? too ſoon her own and my Misfortunes. Exit. 
2 = He's gone, and I am loſt; did'ſt thou not ſee 


His ſullen Eyes? how gloomily they glanc'd: 


He look'd not like the Torriſmond I lov'd. Ceed? 


* 


Ter. Can you not gueſs from whenee this Change pro- 
Qu. No: there's the Grief, Tereſa: Oh, Tereſa!” 285 


Fain would I tell thee what I feel within, 


But Shame and Modeſty have ty'd my Tongue! 

I will tell, that thou may'{t weep with me, 

dqear, how ſweet his firſt Embraces were! 
what a Zeal he joyn'd his Lips to mine! 


uc my Breath at every Word I ſpoke, - 


17 
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As if he drew his Inſpiration thence: _ 
While both our Souls came upward to our Mouths, 
As neighbouring Monarchs at their Borders meet: 
I thought: Oh no; *Tis falſe: I could not think; - 
Twas neither Life nor Death, but both in one. | 
Ter. Then ſure his Tranſports were not leſs than yours. 
Qu. More, more! for by the high-hung Tapers Light 
I cou'd diſcern his Cheeks were glowing red, 
His very Eye-balls trembled with his Love, 
And ſparkI'd through their Caſements humid Fires: 
He figh'd, and kiſs d, breath'd ſhort, and wou'd have ſpoke, 
But was too fierce to throw away the Time; 543 
All he cou'd ſay was Love, and Leonora. 
Ter, How then can you ſuſpect him loſt ſo ſoon? | 
Qu. Laſt Night he flew not with aBridegroom's Haftez 
Which eagerly prevents the pointed Hour; | 
I told the Clocks, and watch'd the waſting Light, 
And liſtned to each ſoftly-treading Step, 
In Hope 'twas he: but ſtill it was not he. 
At laſt he came, but with ſuch alter'd Looks, 
So wild, fb ghaſtly, as if ſome Ghoſt had met him; 
All pale, and ſpeechleſs, he ſurvey'd me round; 5 
Then, with a Groan, he threw himſelf a- bed, 1 
But far from me, as far as he cou'd move, | | 
And figh'd, and toſs'd, and turn'd, but till from me. 
Ter, What, all the Night? | 
Qu. Even all the live-long Night. 
At laſt: (for, bluſhing, I muſt tell thee all,) 
I preſs'd his Hand, and laid me by his Side, þ 
He pull'd it back, as if he touch'd a Serpent. | 
With that J burſt into a Flood of Tears, 
And ask'd him how I had offended him? 
He anſwer d nothing, but with Sighs and Groans, 
So reſtleſs paſt the Night: and at the Dawn 
Leapt from the Bed, and vaniſh'd, | 100 
Ter. Sighs and Groans, = 
Paleneſs and Trembling, all are Signs of Love; 1 
He only fears to make you ſhare his Sorrows. 5 
Qu. 1 with twere ſo: but Love ſtill doubts the work; 
My heavy Heart, the Propheteſs of Wocs, 


Fore- , 
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Forebodes ſome Ill at Hand: To ſooth my Sadneſs, 
Sing me the Song, which poor Oꝶmpia made, 


When falſe Bireno left her.. 


A SONG. 
I. 


F Arewel, ungrateful Traytor, 
Farewel my perjur d Swain; 
Let never injur d Creature 
Believe a Man again. 
The Pleaſure of poſſeſſing 
Surpaſſes all expreſſing, 
But tis too ſhort a Bleſſmg, 
And Love too long a Pain. 


IT, 


Is eaſie to deceive us, 

In Pity of your Pain; 

But when we love, you leave us 

J᷑o rail at you in vain. 

Before we have deſery d it, 

There is no Bliſs beſ;de ir; 

But ſhe that once has try d it, 
Mill never love again. 


III. 
[The Paſſion you pretended, 


Mas oulh to obtam; 
But when the Charm is ended, l 
The Charmer you diſdain. 
Your Love by ours we meaſure, 
Till we have leſt our Treaſure: + 
But dying 18 4 Pleaſure, - | 
When living is a Pain. 
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Re-enter Torriſmond 
Torr. Still ſhe is here, and til] 1 cannot ſpeak; 
But wander like ſome diſcontented Ghoſt, 
That oft appears, but is forbid to talk. [Going ag ain. 
Qu. O, Torriſmond, if you reſolve my Death, 
| You need no more, but to go hence again; 
Will you not ſpeak? 
Torr. 1 cannot. 
Qu. Speak! oh, ſpeak! 
Your Anger wou'd be kinder than your Silence. 
Tory. Oh! | 
Ou Do not ſigh, or tell me why you ſigh. 
Torr, Why do ] live, ye Powers? 
On. Why do ] live, to hear you ſpeak that Word? 
Som” black-mouth'd Villain has defam'd my Virtue, 
Torr. No! No! Pray let me go. 
Ou. [ Kneeling. ] You ſhall not go: 
By all the Pleaſures of our Nuptial-bed, 
If ever I was lov'd, though now Pm not, 
By theſe true Tears, which from my wounded Heart 
Bleed at my Eyes 
- Torr, Riſe. 
Qu. 1 will never riſe, 
T cannot chuſe a better Place to dye. 
Torr. Oh! I wou'd ſpeak, but cannot. 


Qu. ¶ Riſing.] Guilt keeps you ſilent then; you love me 
What have I done? ye Powers, what have I done? not: 


To fee my Youth, my Beauty, and my Love 
No ſooner gain'd, but flighted and betray'd: 
And like a Roſe juſt gather'd from the Stalk, 
But only ſmelt, and cheaply thrown aſide, 
To wither on the Ground.. 
Ter. For Heav'n's Sake, Madam, moderate your Paſſion; 
u. Why nam'ſt thou Heav'n? there is no. Heay'n for 
Deſpair, Death, Hell, have ſeiz d my tortur d Soul: [me. 
When I had rsisd his groveling Fate from Ground, 
To Pow'r and Love, to Empire and to me; 
When each Fmbrace was dearer than the firſt; 
Then, then to be contemn'd; then, then thrown off; 
It calls me old, and wither'd and deform'd, | 


And 
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And loathſome: Oh! what Woman can bear loathſome? 

The Turtle flies not from his billing Mate, 

He bills the cloſer: but ungrateful Man, 

Baſe, barbarous Man, to more we raiſe our Love, 

The more we pall, and cool, and kill his Ardour. 
Racks, Poyſon, Daggers, rid me of my Life; 

And any Death is welcome. 

Torr, Be witneſs all ye Powers that know my Heart ;. 

T would have kept the fatal Secret bid, 

But ſhe has conquer'd, to her Ruin conquer d: 

Here, take this Paper, read our Deſtinies; 

Vet do not; but in Kindneſs to your ſelf, 
Bie ignorantly ſafe. | 

Qu. No! give it me, | 

Even though it be the Sentence of my Death. | 

Torr, Then ſee how much unhappy Love has made us. 

O Leonora! Oh! 

We two were born when ſullen Planets reign'd; 

When each the other's Influence oppos d, 

And drew the Stars to Factions at our Birth, 

Oh! better, better had it been for us, | 

That we had never ſeen, or never lov d. 

Qu. There is no Faith in. Heay'n, if Heay'n fays fo, 
Tou dare not give it. | 

Torr. As unwillingly, 

I would reach out Opium to a Friend 
Who lay in Torture, and deſir d to dye. [Gives the Paper; 
But now you have it, ſpare my Sight the Pain | 
Of ſeeing what a World of Tears it coſts you, 
, ſilently enjoy your Part of Grief, 

. _ oo 8 with me. 

Nu. I have a thirſty Feayer in my Soul 

Giye me but preſent Eafe, and let = dye. : 

IS Exe. Queen and Tereſa; 
3 Enter Lorenzo. 
Tor. Arm, arm, my Lord; the City- Bands are up, 
ms beating, Colours flying, Shouts confus'd; 

A cluſtring. in a Heap, like {warming Hives, 

riſing in a Moment. | [Kings 

31 - W ith Deſign to puniſh Bertr an, and revenge the. 
7 ä was 
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"T'was order'd ſo. 
Lor. Then you're betray'd, my Lord. 
"Tis true, they block the Caſtle kept by Bertran, 
But now they cry, Down with the Palace, fire it, 
Pull out th uſurping Queen. : 
Torr, The Queen, Lorenzo ! durſt they name the Queen? : 
Lor. If railing and reproaching be to name her. "RY 
Torr. O Sacrilege! ſay quickly who commands 
This vile blaſpheming Rout? 
Lor. I'm loth to tell you, 
But: both our Fathers thruſt em headlong on. 

And bear down all before em. : 

Torr. Death and Hell! | 

Somewhat muſt be reſoly'd, and ſpeedily. 

How ſay'ft thou, my Lorenzo ? dar'ſt thou be ; 
A Friend, and once forget thou art a Son, 

To help me fave the Queen? | 5 

Lor. [ Aſide.] Let me conſider; br” 

Bear Arms againſt my Father? he begat me; 7 

That's true; but for whoſe Sake did he beget me? 

For his own, ſure enough: for me he knew not. 

Oh! but ſays Conſcience: Fly in Nature's Face? 

But how, if Nature fly in my Face firſt? 

Then Nature's the Aggreſſor: Let her look tot 
He gave me Life, and he may take it back: 
No, that's Boy's Play, fay I. | 
"Tis Policy for Son and Father to take different Sides: 
For then, Lands and Tenements commit no Treaſon. 

To Tor. | Sir, upon mature Conſideration, I have found 
my Father to be little better than a Rebel, and therefor 
I'll do my beſt to ſecure him, for your Sake; in Hope 
you may ſecure him hereafter for my Sake. 

Tur. Put on thy utmoſt Speed to head the Troops, 
Which every Moment I expect t'arrive: 
Proclaim me, as I am, the lawful King: TR 

I need not caution thee for Raymond's Life, 1 
Though I no more muſt call him Father now, 1 

Tor. Aſide.] How! not call him Father? I fee Prefer 
ment alters a Man ſtrangely, this may ſerve me for a Uk 
of Inſtruction, to caſt off my Father when I am 75 El: 
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Mcthought too, he call'd himſelf the lawful King; inti- 


mating {weetly; that he knows what's what with our 


igen Lady: Well, if I rout my Father, as I hope in 
33 Nall, 1 am in a fair Way to be a Prince of the 
Flood. Farewel General; III bring up thoſe that ſhall 


2 
* 


uy what Mettle there is in Orange- Tawny. [ Exit, 


© "Torr, [At the Door.) Haſte there, command the Guards 


5 be all drawn up 5 
Before the Palace- Gate. By Heaven, I'll face 


This Tempeſt, and deſerve the Name of King. 


O, Leonora, beauteous in thy Crimes, 


Never were Hell and Heaven fo match d before! | 


Look upward, Fair, but as thou look'ft on me; 
Then all the Bleſt will beg, that thou may'ſt live, 
And even my Father's Ghoſt his Death forgive. 


SCENE The Palace-Tard. 
Drums and Trumpets within. 


[Exit, 


Euter Raymond, Alphonſo, Pedro, and their Party, 


ERaym. Now, valiant Citizens, the Time is come, 
To ſhow your Courage, and your Loyalty: 


Tou have a Prince of Sancho's Royal Blood, 


The Darling of the Heavens, and Joy of Earth; 


When he's produc'd, as ſoon he ſhall, among you; 
8 =_— what will you adventure to re- ſeat him 
2 


n his Father's Throne? ; 


Omn. Our Lives and Fortunes. 
4 Raym. What then remains to perfect our Sueceſs, 


But Oer the Tyrant's Guards to force our Way? 
Omn. Lead on, lead on. | 


v3 [Drums and Trumpets on the other Side. 
Enter Torriſmon 


ad 


7 red. Peace: Nature works within them: 


7 
k * 7 
Br 


f 33 . ep q 6 [ Torr, uni Raym, go apart. 


d and his Party: As they are poi 
zo fight, he ſpeaks. fe: Len 


> Torr. [To his.] Hold, hold your Arms, 
9 N [ To his. ] Retirg. 
XX ph. 


What means this Pauſe? 


Torr. 
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Torr. How comes it, good old Man, that we two meet 
On theſe harſh Terms! thou very reverend Rebel? 
Thou venerable Traytor, in whoſe Face A 
And hoary Hairs Treaſon is ſanctified; Y 
And Sin's black Dye ſeems blanch'd by Age to Virtue, Bi 
Raym. What Treaſon is it to redeem my King, © Se 
And to reform the State? T 
Torr. That's a ftale Cheat: A 
The primitive Rebel, Lucifer, firſt us'd it, 
And was the firſt Reformer of the Skies, 


Raym. What, if 1 ſee my Prince miſtake a Poyſon, Br 
Call it a Cordial? Am I then a Traytor, F 
Becauſe I hold his Hand, or break the Glaſs? : hit 


Torr. How dar'ſt thou ſerve thy King againſt his Wil? De 
Raym. Becauſe tis then the only Time to ſerye him. 
Torr. I take the Blame of all upon my ſelf, 
Diſcharge thy Weight on me. 
Raym, O, never, never! | 
Why, 'tis to leave a Ship toſs'd in a Tempeſt - 
Without the Pilot's Care. pe 
Torr. I'll puniſh thee, 
By Heav'n, 1 will, as I wou'd puniſh Rebels; 
Thou ſtubborn loyal Man. 
B Ray. Firſt let me ſee 
| Her puniſh'd who miſ- leads you from your Fame, 
th Then burn me, hack me, hew me into Pieces, 
1 And I ſhall dye well pleas d. 
1 Torr, Proclaim my Title, 
To fave th' Effuſion of my Subjects Blood, and thou 
Be as my Foſter Father near my Breaſt, halt gil mY 
And next my Leonora. | : = 
Raym. That Word ſtabs me. 1 Ea 
You ſhall be ſtill plain Torriſmond with me, Ty 
Th' Abettor, Partner, (it you like that Name,) Ani 
51 
'Y 
E 
'Thi 
My 
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The Husband of a Tyrant, but no King; 
F Till you deſerve that Title by your 23 
{ Torr, Then, farewel Pity, | will be obey'd. 
N [ To the People.] Hear, you miſtaken Men, whoſe Loyalty 
Runs headlong into Treaſon: See your Prince, | My 
In me behold your murther'd Sancho's Son; = 
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Diſmiſs your Arms; and I forgive your Crimes. 
Raym. Believe him not; he raves; his Words are looſe 
As Heaps of Sand, and ſcattering, wide from Senſe. 
'You ſee he knows not me, his natural Father; 
But aiming to poſſeſs th uſurping Queen, 
So high he's mounted in his airy Hopes, 
That now the Wind is got into his Head, 
And turns his Brains to Frenzy. 
Torr. Hear me yet, I am 
Raym. Fall on, fall on, and hear him not: 
But ſpare his Perſon for his Father's Sake. 
Ped. Let me come, if he be mad, I have that ſhall cure 
him. There's not a Surgeon in all Arragon has ſo much 
7 Dexterity as I have at breathing of the Temple- Vein. 
Pp Torr. My Right for me! | 


Raym. Our Liberty for us! 
Omn, Liberty, Liberty! At they are ready to fight, 
Y Enter Lorenzo and his Party. 
Tor. On Forfeit of your Lives, lay down your Arms. 
Alph. How Rebel, art thou there? | 
Tor. Take Rebel back again, Father mine, The 
- beaten Party are Rebels to the Conquerors, I have been 
at hard-head with your butting Citizens; I have routed 
Pour Herd; I have diſperſt them; and now they are re- 
treated quietly, from their extraordinary Vocation of fight- 
ing in the Streets, to their ordinary Vocation of cozening 
in their Shops. 5 


Ver. [to Raym. ] You ſee tis vain contending with the 
Acknowledge what I am. (Truth, 

ou Ram. You are my King: wou'd you wou'd be your 
ill But by a fatal Fondneſs, you betray . [own; 


Your Fame and Glory to th Uſurper's Bed: 
Enjoy the Fruits of Blood 1: d Parricide, 

Take your own Crown from Leonora's Gift, 
And hug your Father's Murtherer in your Arms. 
+ Enter Queen, Tereſa, and Women, 
22374. No more: behold the Queen. 

m. Behold the Baſilisk of Torriſmond, 


ty bills him with her Eyes. I will ſpeak * 


= 7 ife is of no farther Uſe to me: 
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Has cancell'd half my mighty Sum of Woes: 


That all the Saints may witneſs it againſt you. 
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I would have chaffer d it before for Vengeance: 


Now let it go for Failing. : Sh 
Torr. [ Aſide.) My Heart ſinks in me while I hear hin T 
And every {lacken'd Fibre drops its Hold, [ ſpeak, 


Like Nature letting down the Springs of Life: 
So much the Name of Father awes me till, 
Send off the Crowd: For you, now I have conquer'd, 
I can hear with Honour your Demands. 
Lor. to Alph. Now, Sir, who proves the Tray tor? M 
Conſcience is true to me, it always whiſpers right whe: 


I have my Regiment to back it. Fo 

[Exeunt omnes prater Torr. Raym. and Len 5 
Torr. O Leonora] what can Love do more? p W. 
T have oppcs'd your ill Fate to the utmoſt: To 


Combated Heaven and Earth to keep you mine: 

And yet at laſt that Tyrant, Juſtice! Oh 
2a. Tis paſt, tis paſt: and Love is ours no more: 

Yet 1 complain not of the Powers above; 

They made m'a Miſer's Feaſt of Happineſs, 

And cou'd not furniſh out another Meal. 

Now, by yon' Stars, by Heaven, and ZR 2nd Men; 

By all my Foes at once; I ſwear, my Turriſmond, | 

That to have had you mine for ore ſhort Day, 


Say but you hate me not. 
Torr. I cannot hate you. | 
Raym. Can you not? ſay that once more; 


Qu. Cruel Raymond 
Can he not puniſh me, but he muſt hate? 
O! 'tis not Juſtice, but a brutal Rage, 
Which hates th' Offender's Perſon with his Crimes: 
I have enough to overwhelm one Woman, 
To loſe a Crown and Lover in a Day: 
Let Pity lend a Tear when Rigour ſtrikes. 

Raym. Then, then you ſhall have thought of Ten 
When Virtue, Majeſty, and hoary Age {and P. 
Pleaded for Sancho's Life. 4 


Ou. My future Days ſhall be one whole Contrition; | 
A Aa ABT build with large Endowment, N 


» 
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Where every Day an hundred aged Men 
Shall all hold up their wither'd Hands ro Heaven, 
i; T@pardon Sancho's Death. 
Torr. See, Raymond, ſee: She makes a large Amends: 
Sancho is dead: no Puniſhment of her | 
'Can raiſe his cold ſtiff Limbs from the dark Grave; 
Nox can his bleſſed Soul look down from Heaven; 
Or break th' eternal Sabbath of his Reſt, 
To fee, with Joy, her Miſeries on - 
Raym. Heaven may forgive a Crime to Penitence, 
For Heaven can judge if Penitence be true; 
N But Man, who knows not Hearts, ſhould make Examples; 
Which, like a Warning-piece, mult. be ſhot off, 
To fright the reit trom Crimes. 
©. Had 1 but known that Sancho was his Father, 
I would have pour'd a Deluge of my Blood 
To fave one Drop of his. 
Torr. Mark that, inexorable Raymond, mark! 
*T'was fatal Ignorance that caus'd his Death. => 
Rum. What, if ſhe did not know he was your Father? 
„She knew he was a Man, the beſt of Men, 1 
Hegxen's Image double ſtamp'd, as Man and King. 
. He was, he was, ev'n more than you can ſay, 
But yer 
Raym. But yet you barbarouſly murther'd him, 
. He will not hear me out! 
r. Was ever Criminal forbid to plead? 
Curb your ill-manner'd Zeal. 
18 m. Sing to him, Syren; | 
Fon hall top my Ears: now mince the Sin; 
Au mollifie Damnation with a Phraſe: 
Say you conſented not to Sanchs's Death, 
But barely by To” it. 
KHard-hearte Man, I ield My on; - 
But A my Guilt was caus d 17 4. + hog * 
Ten HadT, 8 of Empire, ſought : 
pin Ws Sancho's Death, Sancho had dy'd before. 
= N in my * to take his Life: 
N etere never cou J my Conſcience b 1. 
3 * Love had caſt a Miſt before my 8 


N; 
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And made me think his Death the only Means 
W hich could ſecure my Throne to Torriſmond. Ai 
Torr. Never was fatal Miſchief meant ſo kind, C 
For all ſhe gave has taken all away. _ | Br 
Malicious Pow'rs! is this to be reſtor'd? N 
Tis to be worſe depos'd than Sancho was. — 
Raym. Heaven has reſtor'd you, you depoſe your ſelf: St 
Oh! when young Kings begin with Scorn of Juſtice, 
They make an Omen to their after-Reign, 
And blot their Annals in the foremoſt Page. 
Torr, No more; leſt you be made the firſt Example, | 
To ſhow how I can puniſh. 5 
Raym. Once again: | PV 
Let her be made your Father's Sacrifice, E 
And after make me her's. | A 
Torr. Condemn a Wife! Fe 
That were to attone for Parricide with Murther! R 
Raym. Then let her be divorc'd! we'll be content _. St 
With that poor ſcanty Juſtice: Let her part, [Love. A 
Torr, Divorce! that's worſe than Death, tis Death o. "Ti 
N. The Soul and Body part not with ſuch Pain, 2 
As I from you: but yet tis juſt, my Lord: | "MM : 
I am th' Accurſt of Heaven, the Hate of Earth, | 


Your Subjects Deteſtation; and your Ruin: 
And therefore fix this Doom upon my ſelf. 


7 Torr. Heay'n! Can you-wiſh it? to be mine no more! l a 

25 Yes, I can wiſh it, as the deareſt Proof, N 
And laſt, that I can make you of my Love. wr 
To leave you bleſt, I would be more accurſt 4:8 
Than Death can make me; for Death ends our Woes, v 
And the kind Grave ſhuts up the mournful Scene: 2 
But I would live without you; to be wretched long: N 
And hoard up every Moment of my Life, A 
To lengthen out the Payment of my Tears, = 
Till ev'n fierce Raymond, at the laſt ſhall ſay, & 
Now let her dye, for ſhe has griev'd enough, _ 


"1M Torr. Hear this, hear this, thou Tribune of the People: | We” 
\. B Thou zealous, publick Blood-hound hear, and melt. 1 
wt Ram. [ Aſide.) I could cry now, my Eyes grow wo- 


32 

But yet my Heart holds out. [maniſh, 3 
— 1 

; - "on 

_ 
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1. Some ſolitary Cloyſter will I chuſe, 
And There with holy Virgins live immur'd: 
Coarſe my Attire, and ſhort ſhall be my Sleep, 
Broke by the melancholy midnight-Bell: 
Now, Raymond , now be fatisfy'd at laſt. 
Faſting and Tears, and Penitence and Prayer 
Shall do dead Sancho Juſtice every Hour. 
Raym. [ Aſide.] By your Leave, Manhood! | 85 
; [ Wipes his Eyes. 
Porr. He weeps, now he's vanquiſh'd. 
Raym. No! Tis a ſalt Rheum that ſcalds my Eyes, 
Ou. If he were variquiſh'd, I am till unconquer'd. 
II leave you in the Height of all my Love, 
_ Evn when my Heart is brating out its Way, 
And ſtruggles to you mott. 
Farewel, a laſt Farewel! my dear, dear Lord, 
Remember me; ſpeak, Raymond, will you let him? 
Shall he remember Leonora's Love, 
e. And ſhed aparting Tear to her Misfortunes? - _ 
gf KRaym. | Almoſt crying. ] Yes, yes, he ſhall; pray go. 
Torr. Now, by my Soul, ſhe ſhall not go: why Ray- 
fer every Tear is worth a Father's Life; mond, 
© Come to my Arms, come, my fair Penitent, 
Let us not chink what future Ills may fall, 
| But drink deep Draughts of Love, and loſe em all. 
3 | [Exit Torr. with the Queen. 
| (Ray. No Matter yet, he has my Hook within him, | 
| Now let him frisk and flounce, and run, androul, , 1 
Ad think to break his Hold: He toils in vain. 
mio Love, the Bait he gorg'd ſo greedily, 
Wl make him ſick, and then I have him ſure. 
N Enter Alphonſo and Pedro. | 
ph. Brother, there's News from Bertran; he deſires 
Admittance to the King, and cries aloud, 
his Day ſhall end our Fears of Civil War: 
For his ſafe Conduct he entreats your Preſence, 
d begs you would be ſpeedy, 
ple: Ka. Though I loath | 
"8 Traytor's Sight, Ill go: Attend us here, [ Exit. 
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Enter Gomez, Elvira, Dominick, with Officers, ts 
make the Stage as full as poſſible. 5 
Ped. Why, how now Gomez; What mak'ſt thou 
' here with a whole Brother-hood of City- Bailiffs? Why, 
thou lookeſt like Adam in Paradiſe, with his Guard of 
Beaſts about him. | 
Gom. Ay, and a Man had Need of them, Don Pedro: 
for here are the two old Seducers, a Wife and Prieſt, 
that's Eve and the Serpent, at my Elbow. 


5 Dom. Take Notice how uncharitably he talks of Church- 3 
en. ; 
Gom. Indeed you are a charitable Belſwagger: My Wife 1 
cry'd out Fire, Fire; and you brought out your Churcb- * 
Buckets, and call'd for Engines to play againſt it. "A 
Alph. I am ſorry you are come hither to accuſe your 
Wife, her Education has been virtuous, her Nature mild PE 
and eaſie. yo 
Gom. Yes! ſhe's eaſie with a Vengeance, there's a cer. 
tain Colonel has found her ſo. | _—_— 
Alph. She came a ſpotleſs Virgin to your Bed. - the 
Gor. And ſhe's a ſpotleſs Virgin ſtill for me — ſhe's pb 
neyer the worſe for my Wearing, I'll take my Oath ont: ear 
I have liv'd with her with all the Innocence of a Man of 
Threeſcore; like a peaceable Bedfellow as I am.— ber 
Elv. Indeed, Sir, I have no Reaſon to complain of hin one 
for diſturbing of my Sleep. BIKE ' Val 


Dom. A fine Commendation you have given your ſel; the 
the Church did not marry you for that. 3h 
Ped. Come, come, your Grievances, your Grievances. 

Dom. Why noble Sir, Ill tell you. | lar 
Gom. Peace Fryar! and let me ſpeak firſt, I am the HY 
Plaintiff, Sure you think you are in the Pulpit, where 
you preach by Hours. 9 
Dom. And you edifie by Minutes. + 
Gom. Where you make Doctrines for the People, and + 
Uſes and Applications for your ſelves. 23 
Ped. Gomez, give Way to the old Gentleman in black. 
Gom. No! the Yother old Gentleman in black ſhall take 
me if I do; I will ſpeak firſt! nay, I will, Fryar! for un 
all your Verbum Sacerdotis, Il ſpeak Truth in few Ws. no 
| uh aſl We 5 
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"and then you may come afterwards, and lie by the Clock 

3 pou uſe to do, For, let me tell you, Gentlemen, he 

| hall lie and forſwear himſelf with any Fryar in all Spain: 

' that's a bold Word now. —— | 

| Dom. Let him alone; let him alone: I ſhall fetch him 
+ back with a Circum-bendibus, I warrant him, | 

| ®Alph. Well what have you to ſay againſt your Wife, Gomez ? 

| Sem. Why, I ſay, in the firſt Place, that I and all Men 

n married for our Sins, and that our Wives are a Judg- 

ment; that a Batchelour-Cobler is a happier Man than a 

"Prince in Wedlock; that we are all viſited with a hou- 

* "held Plague, and, Lord have Mercy upon us ſhould be 
; Written on all our Doors. was 

Dom. Now he reviles Marriage, which is one of the 

een bleſſed Sacraments, 33 

Som. 'Tis liker one of the ſeven deadly Sins: But make 

your beſt on't, I care not; tis but binding a Man Neck 

Heels for all that! But, as for my Wife, that Croco- 


of Nils, ſhe has wickedly and traiterouſly- conſpir d : 


Cuckoldom of me her anointed Sovereign Lord: and 

i th the Help of the aforeſaid Fryar, 'whom Heaven 
confound, and with the Limbs of one Colonel Hernando, 
=Encekold- maker of this City, deviliſhly contriv'd to teal 
her! ſelf away, and under her Arm feloniouſly to bear 
n "Ong Casket of Diamonds, Pearls and other Jewels, to the 
Vuze of 30000 Piſtoles. Guilty, or not guilty; how ſay'ſt 


; the Culprit? | 
| 3 Falſe and ſcandalous! Give me the Book. I'I 


my ceporal Oath point · blank againſt every Particu- 
bt this Charge. . 
e e. And ſo will J. | | 
re dem. As I was walking in the Streets, telling my 
- *Beads, and praying to my ſelf, according to my uſual 
om, I heard a foul Out-cry before Gomez. his Portal; 
x) *andhis Wife, my Penitent, making doleful Lamentations : 
Thercupon, making what Haſte my Limbs would ſuffer 
that are crippl'd with often kneeling, I ſaw him 
kc ing and fiſting her moſt unmercifully; whereupon, 
or Christian Arguments with him to deſiſt, he fell 
)s, rtl upon me, without Reſpect to my Sacerdotal 
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Orders, puſh'd me from him, and turn'd me about wit. by 


a Finger and a Thumb, juſt as a Man would fer up: 
Top. Mercy, quoth I. Damme, quoth he. And ſtil 

continued labouring me, *rill a good-minded Colonel cane 
by, whom, as Heaven ſhall fave me, 1 had never ſeen \ 


before. 


Gom. O Lord! O Lord! 3 
Dom. Ay, and O Lady! O Lady too! IT redouble ny 
Oath, I had never feen him. Well, this noble Colons, 
like a true Gentleman, was for taking the weaker Par 1 
ou may be ſure — whereupon this Gomez flew upon 
im like a Dragon, got him down, the Devil being rng 
in him, and gave him Baſtinado on Baſtinado, and ft., 8 
upon Buffet, which the poor, meek Colonel, being 7 
trete, ſuffered with a moſt Chriſtian Patience. =, 
Gom. Who? he 'meek? I'm ſure I quake at the veß 
Thought of him; why, he's as fierce as Rhodomont. ht 
made Aſſault and Battery upon my Perſon, beat me int 


all the Colours of the Rainbow. And every Word ti 


abominable Prieſt has utter'd is as falſe as the Alu 8 
But if you want a thorough-pac'd Lyar that will w: 
through thick and thin, commend me to a Fryar. 
Enter Lorenzo, who comes behind the Company, and fla, pg 
at his Father's Back unſeen, over-againſt Gomez. 
Lor. { Aſide.) How now ! What's here to do? my Cal 
a trying, as I live, ande at before my own Father: no. 
Fourſcore take him 1or an old bawdy Magiſtrate, ti 
ſtands like the Picture of Madam Juſtice, with a Parc oy 
Scales in his Hand, to weigh Lechery by Ounces. 
Alph. Well — but all this while, who is this (Y 
lonel Hernando? | a 7 
Gom. He's the firſt-begotten of Beelxebub, with a Fu 


as terrible as Demogorgon. daß 
; [Lorenzo peeps over Alphonſo Hess 
and ſtares at Gomez, niet 


No! I lie, I lie: = 
He's a very proper handſome Fellow! well proportion: WW. 
and clean ſhap'd, with a Face like a Cherubin, _ ak 
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mT Ped. What. backward and forward, Gomez? do'ſt thou 
bunt counter? 
N > Alph. Had this Colonel any former Deſign upon your 
Wife? for, if that be proy'd, you ſhall have Juſtice. 


* 


> Gom. [ Aſide.) Now I dare {peak ; let him look as 
Treadfully as he will, I ſay, Sir, and I will prove it, that 
55 he had a lewd Deſign upon her Body, and attempted to 
* Corrupt her Honeſty, [ Lor. lifts up his Fiſt clencht at him. 
I confeſs my Wife was as willing as himſelf; and, 
I believe, *twas ſhe corrupted him: for I have known 
him formerly a very civil and modeſt Perſon. 
* Elv. You ſee, Sir, he contradicts himſelf at every Word: 


"Het wvainly mad. SR 

ws. ': Speak boldly, Man! and ſay what thou wilt ſtand 
Ahe ſtrike thee? 5 
Vom I will ſpeak boldly: he ſtruck me on the Face 


fore my own Threſhold, that the very Walls cry'd 
: Shame on him. [ Lor. holds up again. 
» *27Tis true, I gave him Provocation, for the Man's as 
W ceable a Gentleman as any is in all Spain. 
Fi 


Dom. Now the Truth comes out, in Spight of him. 


ved. I believe the Fryar has bewitch'd him. 
$524). For my Part, I ſee no Wrong that has been of- 


| gd him. | 
Som. How? no Wrong? why, he raviſh'd me with 
iv the Help of two Soldiers, carried ic away Vi && Armis, 


nr and; would have put me into ? ot againſt the Govern- 
it megt. Lor. holds ap again. 
tt F confeſs, I never could endure the Government, be- 

it was tyrannical: but my Sides and Shoulders are 


is r and blue, as I can ſtrip and ſhew the Marks of 
_ cr . Lor. Again. 
a (i. Wnt that might happen too by a Fall that J got yeſter- 
da ppon the Pebbles. | [ AU laugh, 
Hei em. Freſh Straw, and a dark Chamber: a moſt ma- 


3 ni ef Judgment, there never comes better of railing a- 
the Chnrch. | 1 
tion n. Why, what will you have me ſay? I think you'll 
me mad: Truth has been at my Tongue's End th's 
„ N our, and I have not Power to bring it out, for Fear 
br. Ws bloody-minded Colonel. 
BY DL, V. K 
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Alph. What Colonel? | 
Gom. Why, my Colonel: I mean, my Wife's Colonel, 
that appears there to me like my Malus Genius, and ter- 
Tifies me. A | 

Alph. ¶ Turning.] Now you are mad indeed, Gomez; 
this is my Son Lorenzo. 
Gem, How! your Son Lorenzo! it is im poſſible. 
Alph. As true as your Wife Elvira is my Daughter, 1 
Lor. What, have I taken all this Pains about a Siſter ? 9 
Gom, No, you have taken ſome about me: I am ſure. 


af you are her Brother, my Sides can ſhew the Tokens of © 

Our Alliance. _ 
Alph. to Lor. You know I put your Siſter into a Nun- 

nery, with a firict Command not to ſee you, for fer: 


you ſhould have wrought upon her to have taken the } 1 
Habit, which was never my Intention; and conſequently, | * 
I married her without your Knowledge, that it might rot 
be in your Power to prevent it, | Cl 
Elv. You ſee, Brother, I had a natural Affection to you. 


- 
* 
"% 


Elv. However, we are both beholden to Fryar Domi 
nic, the Church is an indulgent Mother, ſhe never fails to 
.do her Part. 48 
Dom. Heaven! what will become of me? FM 

Gom. Why, you are not like to trouble Heaven; thoſe 
fat Guts were never made for mounting. | p72 
Tor. | ſhall make bold to disburthen him of my hun: 
dred Piſtoles, to make him the lighter for his Journey: 1 
Indeed *tis partly out of Conſcience, that I may not te lM 
acceflary to his breaking his Vow of Poverty. * 

Alph. I have no ſecular Power to reward the Pans 
you have taken with my Daughter: But I ſhall dot iy 
Proxy, Fryar, your op» + my Friend, and is too ho- 
zeſt, to let ſuch as you infect a Cloyſter. _ = 

Gom, Ay, do Father-in-Law, Jet him be ſtript of bs Wn 
Habit, and diſ{-order'd. I would fain ſee him walk 


in Quirpo, like a cas d Rabbit, without his holy Fur i 
upon his Back, that the World may once behold the In: 
Fg MY PR 

ay 


&de of a Fryar. 
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Dom. Farewel, kind Gentlemen: I give you all my 
Bleſſing before I go. 1 : 
May your Siſters, Wives, and Daughters, he ſo natu- 
rally lewd, that they may have no Occaſion for a Devil 
to tempt, or a Fryar to Pimp for em. NEE 
| Exit, with a Rabble puſhing him. 


i 5 Enter Torriſmond, Leonora, Bertran, Ray- 
— 7 mond, Tereſa, gc. . 
3 Torr. He lives! he lives! my Royal Father lives! 


Let every one partake the general Joy. 
Some Angel with a golden Trumpet ſound, 
King Sancho lives! and let the ecchoing Skies 
From Pole to Pole reſound, King Sancho lives! 
O Bertran, oh! no more my Foe, but Brother: 
One Act like this blots out a Thouſand Crimes. 
Bert. Bad Men, when tis their Intereſt, may do Good 
J muſt confeſs, I counſel'd Sancho's Murther; 1 
And urg'd the Queen by ſpecious Arguments: 
But till, ſuſpecting that her Love was chang d, 
I ſpread abroad the Rumour of his Death, 
To ſound the very Soul of ter Deſigns: 
Th' Event you know was anſwering to my Fears: 
She threw the Odium of the Fact on me, 
And publickly avow'd her Love to you, 
Raym. Heaven guided all to fave the Innocent, 
Bert. I plead no Merit, but a bare Forgiveneſs. 
Torr. Not only that, but Fayour: Sancho s Life; 
Whether by Vertue or Deſign preſerv'd, 
Chims all within my Power. | 4 
Qu. My Prayers are heard; 
And | have nothing farther to deſire. 
1 But Sancho's Leave to authorize our Marriage 
err. Oh! fear net him! Pity and he are oue; 
= | So merciful a King did never live; a 
Loth to r and eaſie to forgiye: 
WE But let the bold Conſpirator beware, 
For Heaven makes Princes its peculiar Care. 
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EPILOGUE, 


By a Friend of the AutaoR's. 


But want of Mony is a Mortal Sin. 

For all b:{ides you may diſcount to Heaven, 

And drop a Bead to keep the Tallies even. 

How ave Men coxen d ſtill with Shows of Good! 
The Bawd's beſt Mak is the grave Fryar's Hood. 
1 Though Vice no ;nore a Clergy-Man diſpleaſes, 

| Than Doctors can be thought to hate Diſeaſes. 

"Tis by your living ill, that they live well, 

By your Debauches their fat Paunches ſwell. 
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| | | | 1 none Im ſure, who is a Friend to Love, | 
i | | | But will our Fryar's Character approve : 

þ [ The ableſt Spark among you ſometimes needs | 

4 i || Such pious Help, for charitable Deeds. 

or || Our Church, alas! (as Rome ob ject,) does want 

i i | | Theſe Gheſtly Comforts for the falling Saint : 

Wh | | This gains them their Whore-Converts, and may be V+ 
1 | One Reaſon of the Growth of Popery. | 1 
g So Mahomet's Religion came in Faſhion, 3 
11 By the large Leave it gave to Fornication. 
| N 1 Fear not the Guilt, if you can pay for t well; 

1 There is no Dives in the Roman Hell. 

; W | B Gold opens the ſirait Gate, and lets kim in; 
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EPILOGUE. 


FP "Tis a Mock-War between the Prieſt and Devil; 
Nen ie hink fit, they can be very civil. 
1 . {1120 wle did French Counſels firſt advance, 


Ius do the Clergy at your Vices bawl, 

2 with more Eaſe they may engroſs them all. 

4 * danming yours, they do their own maintain. 
fl Church-Man's Godlineſs is always Gain. 

Hence to their Prince they will ſuperiour be; 

An Civil Treaſon grows Church-Loyalty : 

Wey boaſt the Gift of Heaven is in their Power; 
Wl! may they give the God they can devour. 

ill to the Sich and Dead their Claims they lay; 
For tis on Carrion that the Vermin prey. 

; 3 or have they leſs Dominon on our r Life, 

hey trot che Husband, and they pace the Wife, 

Fl Ronze up you Cuckolds of the Northern Climes, 
4 learn from Sweden to prevent ſuch Crimes. 

f 1 man the Fryar, and leave the holy Drone 

1 hum in his forſaken Hive alone; 

+ He'l work no Hony when his Sting is gone, 

5 ar Wives and Daughters ſoon will leave the Cells, 
* | . ben they have leſt the Sound of Aaron's Bells, 
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I blind the World. have rail d in Print at France. 
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